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This book is dedicated to critical thinkers: those who nobly and gracefully participate 


in meaningful discussion, no matter the repercussions, for the benefit of us all. 


Dont expect to be thanked, by the way. The life of an oppositionist is supposed to be 


difficult. 


Christopher Hitchens, Letters To A Young Contrarian 


I. 2018-2020 
1 
First poem attempt 


27 12:20 


All my life ’ve been alone 
Lived in my head 
Hidden my shame behind a facade of hostility 
A facade which became real 
Been not a friend 
Don’t even know the difference between that and which 
Unthinking 
Entirely self-loathing, critical of others, unforgiving, unbecoming 
Incapable of expressing myself 
Bemoan and groan but do not own 
The moment 
Life is a musical thing 
And I’m not dancing. 
Nor would I. 


Abandoned myself 


Repulsed, ashamed, disheveled, shacked up in a dry hollow shell 
All the symptoms of neurosis 
Always believed I was ‘smart’ 
To discover that I’m nothing more than mediocre, 
That I’ve tricked myself and stubbornly refused to admit it. 
And why should I be more? Am I inherently superior? Is this such a bad thing... 
“The only thing that sustains one through life is the consciousness of the immense 
inferiority of everybody else, and this is a feeling that I have always cultivated.” - 
Oscar Wilde 
But I’m not superior 
This isn’t such a bad thing. 
Only I’ve taught myself to think so 
I’m unsure of myself, forgetful, vain 
My thoughts are vague 
I lack substance 
Would it then be better... 
To live in denial of these facts 
To embrace a shallow self? 
“It is only shallow people who do not judge by appearance” — Oscar Wilde 
Surely no one would want me as I am. 
And I don’t care to test this hypothesis 
For I anticipate a negative response 


Dismissal and rejection 


Leaving me even lower than before 
Surfing an artificial wave, no conflict or challenging emotions, 
Avoiding unnecessary contact with anyone 
For fear of what they may think 
How they’d perceive and interact with me 
I live a hollow lie 
A lie to myself 
When I speak, I feel overcome with guilt and apprehension 
Pierced by ostensible judgement, 
I might say something unbecoming 
I become beside myself, whoever that may be. 

As if I'm a ghost looking down upon his vestige 
Pathetic, dismal, abhorrent, reprehensible 
Nothing matters, live to enjoy 
But the grass is always greener and ever so luscious 
I am missing out and I don't even know it, 

I look forward to the sick pleasure of chastising myself 
To swim in tears of regret and yearning 


In days to come. 


2 
Rap attempt one (of one) 


27 12 20 


"They say it's lonely at the top 
in whatever you do 
You always gotta watch 
motherfuckers around you. 
Nobody's invincible, no plan 
is foolproof 
We all must meet our moment 
of truth." 


Gang Starr, Moment of Truth, 1998 


Don't know you sir, except you're a prude. 
Laughing at you from my cloud, lewd. 
Your eyes are closed and your head is rude. 
Do something cool, quit gorging food. 


Why ya think your missus never in the mood? 


Fucking some other nigga. 
What ya gonna do? 
He got something bigga. 


Get in the mood. 


You're a babylon drone going bald, 
Resenting yourself; do as you're told. 
Why don't you just stop being a bitch? 


Yo ass still tight, I gots a place for ya snitch. 


Don't worry, you can still be a faggot; 


Dear bundle of sticks, covered in maggots. 


No individual in mind, 
So you resort to being kind. 
Nice guy, huh? Dull and thick. 


Cock's gone soft and your head's a brick. 


Brandish your metal and make a chick flick for show; 
You got fucken’ nothing; bluffing is all you know. 
Begging for someone to put out your lights; 


Wait your turn or you will ignite... 


(You're scared, right? 
Bang! Bang! Ouch! Bright! 


P 


No silencers here tonight.) 


Far more painful than you originally thought... 
But you ought have known... the burning Buddhists... 


You had no sympathy for their plight. 


So prepare yourself come night. 
Wait for the boys in sprite 
To arrive. 

You'll still be alive. 


Your bitch ass finally gonna see some light. 


3 
An accurate portrayal of a 
loathsome creature 


27.12: 20 


i wish 1 could be buried with this post 
peering at myself sidelong 
1 appear weak and ugly 
melancholic, lost to hope 
inspiring disappointment 
and poorly concealed pity 
deliberately a degenerate 
debilitated and dishevelled 
having vainly dispensed of dignity 
here i see the value of humour 
genuinely self-deprecating 
at the expense of pride and 'good' 
such traits manifest 
a loathsome spectacle 


contemptible, by my very nature 


anxious and neurotic 
an ignominious louse, willingly 
shuddering in the freezing gale 
naturally, for better or worse 
i will endure this fate eternally 


in apprehension and despair. 


4 
BAD VIBES 


27 12 20 


How can I begin to describe 
How I'm made of bad vibes 
When I walk into a room 


I bring with me a funereal gloom 


When I reach toward the sky 
I'm shut down and despised 
Some days I'm better off alone 


Don't even ask me why. 


I'll drag you down, my clone 


I'll transmit my bad vibes 


Ask me why I'm wearing all black 


Because life's a funeral, I got a knack 


There is nothing for me to do 


No place for me to be 


But right here with you 


And you are me 


I'll always be thoroughly alone 
But on my own I set the tone 
Waiting for the suffering called life to end 


I must continue, in agony, continue to pretend 


Why oh why 
Oh why oh why 


Am I made of such bad vibes 


An expression of remorse 
Follows that of jealousy 
And unremitting spite 
A sickly pride preventing me 


From doing what's right 


I dont even have to try 
Don't even ask me why 


I'm made of such bad vibes 
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5 
Beacon of shining light 


27 12 20 


They're all playing 
such a strange game 
Darting back and forth 
All suspicious like 
Everything is a crime 
in progress 
Bald head 
Sunglasses 


A stern tone, business-like 


He's on a mission 
Hawk eyes honing in 
The noble old bloke 
That elder kin 
Makes it very clear 
I'm not at all like him 
Everyone's all fidgety 
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Like they're getting ready for something 


The path is laid 
open wide for me 
Come they say 
Beholding me 
In all their false welcome 


There is bickering, spite 


A readiness to apprehend 
If need be 
That deemed a threat 


That whom is me 


Although in my mind 
Everything is wholly falsified 
I still feel respite 


In spite of my plight 


That may it be, 


That wholly falsified 
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What if I lied? 


What if I lied. 


With all my might 
I plead this respite 
For what am I 


Even I cannot die 


With all my might 
I'll bare my plight 
And in its turn 
I'll be 
a beacon 


Of shining light 
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6 
Burnt bridges 


27 12 20 


i'm not ok 
it really doesn't 
matter 
what you say 
i'll just find 
some strange way 


to push you away 
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7 
Fleeting glimpses of divine light 


27 12 20 


Fleeting glimpses of divine light 
Your squinted eyes disapprove of me. 
The pupils, they say I'm pathetic, 
irises pin me a coward. 
Unanimously pass their sentence, 
tacitly condemning me. 
Without commotion I accept. 
It's no different to struggle. 
I hopelessly surrender to disorientating intoxication. 
Gripped forever by that icy gaze, 
always watching. 
My attempts at escape met no support. 
Smiles dreamy and distant are always just out of reach, 
fuzzy fantasies. 
Here there are only cold, unfeeling glares, 
marginalising me, diminishing me. 
I look up at those looming spectres and silently plead. 


|e) 


"But don't you know? This is not the way I was meant to be!" 
Their answer is calm, deliberately unforgiving. 
"Not again." I put out wanly. 
And I'm clutched once more by despair. 

My mouth bitters, my throat chokes, my shoulders stiffen. 
Bearing the weight of intense scrutinity, it's unthinkable to turn my head 
lest it creaks on its rickety axis. 

A ghastly figure with harsh saucer eyes commands relaxation. 
The Scream's voice seems to boom 
though it makes no noise at all. 

Now I'm on my own, amid a carnival of glittering lights. 

A parade of cartoonish robots passes by, animated by comical sounds. 
But I feel no joy. 

An image flits by 
of that chilling banshee. 

Icy cold but not shivering, 

I'm plagued by dread and despair. 

Unsteadily rising to my feet I'm at unease, 
as if I'd prefer to be trampled underfoot, 
should I only be able to lay on the ground. 


Loitering starry over mechanical scraps of dacadence, 


16 


my only sympathisers, 
my mental faculties are slipping. 
I begin to sway and droop into stupor. 
From the blackness sprouts a sun-gilded meadow, 
seems to torment me with its verdant greens and whistling birds. 
I breath a short wistful sigh, 
reach down and cusp the incurable wound festering my pit. 
The butterflies have begun to rot. 
No matter my route yet I'm here and not afraid. 
Bitter turned mournful. 
I look forward dreamily to the promise of peace. 
Shaking myself from my lull, 
An ever-present dull ache sprawls out from my neck's posterior, 
a manifestation of defeat 
ensuring in life I will never be content, 
except for in those fleeting glimpses of divine light 


and the prospect of nothing. 
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8 
I am fake 


27 12 20 


When I take too many drugs, 
my masks slip away. 
Such is the pain 
of my false display. 
You've discovered my darkness, 
so what happens now? 
Will you regard me with pity, 


lose respect somehow? 
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9 
My isolated windy rooftop 


27 12 20 


My isolated windy rooftop 
Stifled in an unwelcoming cell 
At home I am surrounded by enmity 
This place is akin to hell 
I am seen as the enemy 
So I go out and about 
Looking for excitement and fun 
Only there's something missing 
I feel as though I'm on the run 
What is this all about 
Always in a rush 
No time for what matters 
But keep it on the hush 
The winds are brooding into tumult 
Soon they will change their course 
Nothing really matters 
For the better or the worse 
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10 
Not according to plan 


27 12 20 


They tell me what to do 
Tell me what to wear 
Sometimes 
It doesn't go 
According to plan 
And on such events 
I receive grotesque 
Stares 
From the boring faces 


Of petty squares 


I suffer their following me 
In sidelong glances 
Tracking, prodding 
Characterising me 
As if I were 
a disfigured pear 
Of all the sleepless dreams 


This is surely a nightmare 
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11 
Pride 1s counterproductive 


28 12 20 


"Disobeying the doctor 
The good guy prescribe, 
faith they never caught 'em" 


Earl Sweatshirt, Faucet 


You already respect me. 
your pride prevents you from doing what is right. 
Accept, forgive, and apologise. Atone. 
I was thinking of my family when I wrote that - 
but also, my partner's family. 
I will not push it at all, 
but boy will I budge. 
You know me. 
I will live my life 
Despite the shortcomings of those around me 
manifest as envy, jealous, bitterness and spite. 
"Our virtues and our failings are inseparable, like force and matter. When they 
separate, man is no more." 


Nicola Tesla 
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12 
Rotten artichoke 


27 12 20 


They say to be happy, 
all one need do is smile. 
If it were so simple, 


it's taking me a while. 


Onion makes one cry 
but only with layers torn. 
Would one really be kind, 


if not so frail and worn? 


Better to choke in smoke, 
my rotten artichoke 
They don't get it, 
one single bit. 


How long since your heart broke? 


22 


13 
The short life of a fly 


27 12 20 


The short life of a fly 
A fly sitting fixedly on the wall 
Fidgeting and stirring, asks: 
"What do I have to be grateful for?' 


Ruminating, carries about his task 


"What's it all for?" 
"Cant do this anymore," 
Rubs his legs together 


Like twines of heather 


Can see from his compound eyes 
A reflection of his imperfections 
Doesn't seem to bother him 


"IT can see in all directions." 


Suddenly his thoughts are interrupted. 


A flash and a swish. It's a cup - dead. 
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14 
The weak get left behind 


27 12 20 


That look in his eye 
When he finds out I'm depressed 
Internally planning his escape 


But acting normal nonetheless 


Here I lie in bed 
I really am a mess 
Thinking of this abandonment 


Bile swells up in my chest 


If only I pretended 
It may not have ended up this way 
I can't help feel embittered 
Thinking of that look, that of a 


bewildered stray 


That sparkle in his eye 


As if to say: stay away 


24 


To protect oneself comes first 


So one can simply laugh and play 
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15 
Tragedy 


27 12 20 


I ‘have so much potential’ 
Whatever that means 
Slowly I’ve been wasting it 


I’m 25 now, I was 18 


Time doesn’t fly 
When you’re slowly waiting to die 
Trying to pick just where it all went awry, 


I see the dread in my brother’s eye 
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16 
Who cares 


27 12 20 


I am a prisoner in my own skin 
Unwillingly frozen in place 
Engaged in mindless trivialities 
Insatiably joyless, eternally anxious 
Constantly seeking escape 
And see chained to my ankles 
Shackles of instant gratification 
My own mind forever dulled 
By a vicious lack of motivation 
Take my air of superiority 
With it pummel my head inwards 
For all the laughs and smiles 
There is only loneliness and despair 
A fabricated suffering 
Yet one which became real 
All too real, horrifyingly so 
It comes and goes like a tidal rip 


ZY 


Dragging me out as I flounder 
The waves drain my energy 
But I've learned not to resist 

Far from the shoreline, I submit 
The fire within me flickers weakly 
As gentle breeze thwarts a candle 

The current has subsided now 


But I know not which way to swim 
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17 
Why would I go outside’? 


27 12 20 


Where they pretend to be kind 
Where they stare at me intently as if I'm worthy of shame 
Ignore everything important as if no one were to blame 
Where construction workers hammer away indifferently 


Throwing away their lives just so they may be 


Why would I Go outside 
When I can just Close the blinds 
Stare at the ceiling and pretend to disappear 


Count the hours and crack another beer 


It's cold in here and there's no one to talk to 
But least it's somewhat comfortable 
I'm shivering and there's nothing to do 


Content to be a vegetable 


Why would I Go outside 
When I can just stay and hide 
Vegetate and never try 


Cry I might if my eyes weren't dry 
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II. 2021 
18 
Be disappointed 


06 03 21 


Be disappointed 
If you must 
The look in your face 


Has a hint of disgust 


To me it's all the same 
Even if you think I'm rather lame 
You I hardly blame 


Outwardly I'm rather tame 


You treat me like I'm not really there 
Like I'm mentally vacant 


I reconcile this: ‘it's only fair’. 


To something unknown 
I must give vent 


You see me as incompetent 
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19 
Dark shroud 


06 03 21 


All around me drifts a dark shroud 
A black hole engulfing happiness 
absorbing all light into my opaque soul 
Deprived of ether, feeding only on space 
- in doing so, becomes a cold, bitter void 
Acutely aware of myself and all else 
Self doubt consumes one in dizzying nausea 
My shoulders cramp and hunch with anxiety 
In anxiety's absence, darkness takes its place 
I carry around that billowing cloud 
A blurry haze, a burden so black and thick 
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Through it I see normal people having fun 


Curious children staring up at me 


Afraid, spotting in my face clusters of holes. 


My smile is 


Grotesque. 


A slimy stream of ugliness makes its way in from without 


There is unwavering misery in my countenance - 


as I have nothing to offer. 


But I think I do. I'm deeply confused. 


I recall trying to find some place to belong in high school, 


after leaving all my old friends behind 


Riddled with guilt and shame, confused, I trudged on anyway 


with a group of bubbly strangers, silent as a tomb. 


One girl leaned over, took a earphone 


a2 


Hearing nothing, said "you're weird" 


I recall doing a unit of English in which we studied the topic 


Belonging’. Blade Runner and Frankenstein. 


Always in a state of fight or flight. 


Forever fighting the urge to fly. 


I'm sitting down on a train, a familiar activity to me. Outside is a monotonous blur of 
cement, steel and bricks, sporadically spotted by lonely, sickly-looking trees. If I 
weren't so anxious, I'd be apathetic. I put no effort whatsoever into my appearance. 
I'm wearing old, worn clothes - grey tracksuit pants, a yellow jersey and slippers. My 
hair is messy. A lady reluctantly sits down next to me, after cautiously prodding at the 
seat to check for moisture. Immediately I caught a strong whiff of perfume and felt 
nauseous. I noticed she was all spruced up, wearing a fur coat. With some irritation I 
noticed her clutching her handbag in anticipation, on high alert, always suspicious 
and fretting, never with peace of mind. Concerned chiefly with her physical 
appearance and the equally pretentious and petty social interactions to come. In a 
word - vain. Immeasurably vain and with no regard for the health of the Earth. To her, 
I thought, the world is not a living organism. She is blinded by vanity and self- 
indulgence. But perhaps in this line of though I too am petty. Perhaps I'm jealous of 
her beauty and resentful of its juxtaposition to my ugliness. 

I feel all eyes on me - discrete stares, looks of veiled disgust and unsympathetic pity. 
The speaker announces in a robotic tone "antisocial behaviour on this train is 


unacceptable". I marvel at the truly dystopic meaning of this statement. Another 


33 


booms: "Please keep your personal belongings with you at all times. If you see 
unattended baggage, please do not touch it - notify staff immediately. Thank you." It's 
clear from this sinister message which side I am supposedly on - as a hooded man 


with a skateboard. 


Anywhere I look, I may meet sidelong glances of suspicion. Everyone here is visibly 
in a trance, eyes glued to their personalised telescreens, constantly indulging their 
sense of duty to complacence and mindless obedience to powers that be. Comrades in 
arms, pathetically scuttling about, thinking of nothing in particular and sharing the 
illusion of freedom and control. Forever prone to an endless stream of distractions, 
desperately wishing never to confront their own souls for fear of the unknown, 
preferring instead to stay fixedly within the boundaries of their comfort zones. The 
train station's loudspeaker blares "report any suspicious behaviour to staff." For what 
seems to me a calculated fabricated risk, the workers are on high alert. They've been 
converted, through a lifetime of constant bombardment by the propaganda machine, 


to a bitterly erroneous and truly pitiful way of thought. 
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20 
Fifty bucks 


06 03 21 
He sent me out with fifty bucks. Was too lazy to go himself. I didn't give a fuck. 
Already figured myself in hell. 
Took the note and made my way with a creased spirit and a sour face. 
I filled to the brim the box I held, spent all the money and did not anticipate his yells. 


Raised his voice as if his hatred were justified. "What if I needed that money?" he 


lied. 


Found a wad of cash he didn't know I knew he had. Yet he relished in making out I 


deserved to be sad. 
disappointing me once more, intending to cause hurt and in doing so standing tall 


called me a ‘fucking idiot' in his piercingly nasal tone. I who am meant to be the 


disappointment am ashamed to be his own. 
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21 
Fly meets butterfly 


06 03 21 
Not making it hard for myself; acne it interesting for myself. 
Now he's in a good mood after sour hour. Forced to match it because I'm not allowed 
to be happy if he's miserable. He'll drag me down with him. 
Now that it's all coming to an end 
With our time on what will we spend? 
The little fly groans as he waits to die 
Meets on the sly 
The butterfly 
They exchange greetings and something more 
"Life," he said, "I just adored." 


"Just always wanted something more." 
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22 
Hospitalised and bedridden for 
months 


06 03 21 


Cromwell 
Yeats 
Dh Lawrence - short stories 


odour of chrysanthemums 


A truth that's told with bad intent 


Beats all the lies you can invent 


William Blake 


Day off from work. Time to go 
skateboarding with my mate 
In the car, find a skatepark 
Nope, we mutually agree, 
Too self-conscious to skate here 


So we drive off, in nervous laughter 


oi] 


Drive to a backstreet 
of vertiginous magnitude 
Let's skate down this hill, said I, 
somewhat facetiously, 
But we did anyway 
My friend stopped halfway 
But I'm a sick cunt 
So I kept speeding on 
My first experience of speedwobbles 
Losing control, what do I do 
Break my knee 


Hospital and bedridden for months 
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23 
Host of nauseous dread 


06 03 21 


I am the host of nauseous dread 
It's not the same as in my head 
How unforgiving was that mould of mine 
And I unconsciously stumbled right out of line 
I could say so much and I have the time 
I seldom enjoy trying to rhyme 
I know it all, comes back in flashes 
Before long I'll be reduced to ashes 
Needlessly morbid and deliberately slow 
Never cared to try. In the sky there's a show. 


I tell myself things I know to be true 
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I'll never summon the courage to do what I must do 


Cognitive dissonance. Mental gymnastics 


My brain will harden and snap like exposed elastic 


No attention span or self-discipline 


I hurt those close because I'm capricious and myopic 


Never read a book twice and I'll tell you why 


Each one is an accomplishment. 


To myself I lie. 


A sense of relief once I've completed a book 


As if I've seen the end of some trying chore 


I enjoy reading very much 


But apparently not enough 
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24 
I wish and I wish I would just 
die 


06 03 21 


I wish and I wish I would just die 
I could jump into a volcano and fry 
Could be flatter 
Or just splatter 
"Why not," he said, "just go get high?" 


I listened but now I'm just on the run 
From the torment of feelings and then some 
There is a sliver of glass in the hay that cannot be grasped 
Might he try to grab it as if it were a map 
He cut himself on that glass and what's more 
It's been repositioned now like a magnifying glass 
Patiently awaiting the slant of midday sun 
Now to the hay the glass will set fire. Meanwhile 
The man in the hay could not be any higher 


And he burns and he crackles, the man in the hay 
He is I and I am not okay 
Enduring my wounds of fleshly decay 


What more is there to say 
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25 
I'm sure to feel the... 


06 03 21 


more neurotic ramblings resulting from spending even more time with someone you 


know you shouldn't 


I'm sure to feel the 
Anticipation 
Anxiety 
Dread 
From a childhood of being 
Disregarded 
Ignored 
Emotionally neglected 


Undermined 
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Gaslighted 


And now that I'm grown 


It's the same. 


I'm still helpless. 


Insignificant 


And you've conveniently made it so the only person 


Who can see any of it 


Is me 
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26 
In that state once more 


06 03 21 


In that state once more. 
Mind headed for the door. 
Don't wanna do this anymore. 


Might just be better off dead. 


I feel they're all mocking me. 
Laughing - their faces I can't see. 
Agoraphobia comes. Let me be free. 


I think it was something they said. 


Huddled together in a ring 
Glancing at me, whispering. 
To the plate what could I bring? 
Yes, I know: it's 'all in my head". 


Just know I don't believe you. 
Tormented now. My anguish grew. 
I don't know if I'll make it through. 
On this winding path I myself led. 
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27 
Maccas 1s a beacon to the 
proletariat 


06 03 21 


Maccas is a beacon to the proletariat. Like moths to a zapper 


Under fluorescent lights 
Speak in rhetoric 


Disingenuous terms 


Empty medication jar labelled "fly trap" 
Sickly citrusy smell 
Just like the lure of fluorescent lights 


And aromatic conditioned air 
Slowly becoming robot 


Musty, sickly aroma 
Conditioning the room 
Dulling all else 
To make customers docile 
Giving them more time to browse 
So they may be exploited 


for more money. 
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Dazed by overhead fluorescence 
I couldn't tell the time of day, 
except by watching the clock. 

There's one window in here 
and it's out of sight. 
The atmosphere elicits from us 
a kind of placid nonchalance. 
So that we may hide the hurt 
and the boredom. 
Pretend to be content. 
Clinical. Sterile. 


Everything's white and polished. 


There's a constant high pitch whirring in the background. 
A buzzing drone. 
Just loud enough to hear, an incessant piercing. 
An unstimulating monotony. 
Cameras face every direction, taking away any privacy. But there's no intimacy. It's 
feigned. 
Always suspicious of one another. 
It's every man for himself. 


In this grotesque Hell. 


Lord of the flies. 
Sidelong glances 
Expressionless countenances 
Each has his own curse. 


Ever tempted by lady apathy. 
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Unhealthy grimaces. 
Grim and bleak. 
Animated by lurid fluorescence, the overuse of bright colours, plasticine warmth. 
Thoroughly commercialised, 
screens ever playing advertisements. 
More interested in making the company money 
Than helping people to save theirs, a disgrace to Robin Hood. 
And! More interested in money 


than the patient's health. 


Explained to a woman today 
How to make saline solution 
"It's very simple," I said. 

"All you need is table salt and water." 
She was surprised 
and I saved her money on 
paracetamol, too. 

Is this pride I feel? 


"It's the same thing, " I said, just cheaper 


But that was vindictive. Wasn't it? Done out of spite. Because I know I 'shouldn't'? 


No. Helping with a good heart is not malevolent. 
But I'm focusing on the negatives. Aren't I? 


Because there's hardly anything else worth focusing on. 


Especially when I'm borderline deaf. 
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28 
Marlboro Red 


06 03 21 


The first poem I recall writing 


In a single drag, smoked my first cigarette. 
Head spinning, immediately felt regret. 
Got up and ran. 

Coughed up phlegm. 


Never again touched a Marlboro red. 
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29 
Miscellaneous bickering 


06 03 21 


Epictetus said impressions can not be controlled but judgements can. 


On a previous occasion treated with disrespect and regarded with suspicion when I 


was alone with a skateboard and my companion wanted to use the toilet. 


Invited to 'eat yum cha at the club' - magnanimous pity simple minded good 


naturedness 

Clothing conditions 

Tedious process of membership 

Nonno scattered 

Not one person noticed my shoes when with them - civilised people 

Sell tea only as individual serves so as to cost more. Tight meal portions. Costs more 
for 'non members’. $10/12 for steamed 4 pc buns or dim aims. $5 for single cup of tea 
Much patience required but I figure I had nowhere to be. Only reasonable for me to 


be patient and tolerate others. 


Stand there with false hospitality more akin to resentment, irritated, as slaves watch 
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their masters indulge in gluttony. Flashy environment. 


Kitchen visible from dining area across a great flashy desk, workers look similarly 


jaded and resentful of us-of myself-indulging in gluttony as they conveniently act 


complicit to their slavery. 


Fortune cookie you will get diabetes 


Some cheap shoddy remark 


Waiter impersonal, frigid, fidgety 


George felt uncomfortable the whole time 


The special prestige of 'membership' 


Discussing the new balustrade on front porch. (Really??) Chrome and futuristic. New. 


Unnecessary. They justified it. More safe now. Looks better. 


Not falling apart like the old wooden one which was falling apart (artistic, quaint) 
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30 
Must be important 


06 03 21 


Meanwhile my grandma's neighbour has a huge cement truck and labourers repaving 
her driveway. Must be important. As important as corporations effectively coercing 
us to painstakingly turn the clanky gears of the droning and monolithic machine for 


the sake of greed. 


Apparently it's a free country and a democracy so therefore mindless greed is 
justified. Must be some simple mental gymnastics seeing as "everyone is doing it" 
and nobody is brave enough to say anything "negative" about the status quo, much 


less take action, because it's inconvenient. 


Better to be a coward and shrink away from moral responsibility, stick one's head in 


the sand and clasp one's hands over one's ears and mumble, 


"la la la, everything's fine, 
just let them do their thing, 
you got yours 'n I got mine, 


I don't see a thing." 


I get it. I do it too. Everyone I know does it lest they find themselves in some kind of 


institution to be 'adjusted' by Nurse Ratched or some sadistic prison warden. 
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31 
Nowhere to go 


06 03 21 


Nowhere to go 
I'd just be pretending 
None of it was genuine 


Except for the sadness 


What's the point 
So what 
I'll just lay here 


In isolation, on the gravel 


Nowhere to go 
Nowhere to go 


Nowhere to go 


I'd only transmit my bad vibes 


How else can it be described 


Nowhere to go 
At least here the birds are chirping 


And the wind gently sways the tree leaves 


Nowhere to go 


That's all I know 
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32 
Pathological paranoia 


06 03 21 


I see a good looking girl. 
Instantly she turns away. 
"Whatever. We can't relate." 


I go away and masturbate. 


After, look in the mirror. 
"You don't look half bad." 
Cover the acne scars with my hand. 


"If it weren't for these, you'd be had." 


"Or is it your atrocious hearing?" 
Off we go, down the rabbit hole. 
If I were normal I'd be tearing 


up. What have you been told? 


Pathological paranoia 


Much too logical, friend of noir 


What about me? 
I can't see. 
Or hear 
It's what I fear. 


Think they're looking at me 
But they aren't really 
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33 
Poem that doesn't make sense or 
sound good 


06 03 21 


Like a broth of culture, our culture's way of life and the dubious values they promote 
(fear, insecurity, nourishing dependence)... 


... fosters the conditions for its own demise. 


Sept 2018 


Punishment of littering is ironic because the ground is already litter. If not here in the 
city then in one of many industrial dumping locations nobody is privy to but the 


soulless. 


But nah... Turn on TV (contemporary Soma (the drug from Brave New World))... 


Distractions... Everything is fine. :) 


The same people who work as sycophants and inhabit coffee shops by day are the 


same to practise debaucheries by night. 


He's life as one should, as much as one could given the circumstances. 


The boy has musical ability, is interested in art, in all the right stuff. 
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Not afraid, as most are, to indulge. Realises life is finite. 


Charismatic, compassionate, empathetic and bold. 


There's only so much one can do before one is unfairly criticised. 


Yet like all others he lives for his own amusement. 


Understandably, people seem to be the tools he uses to achieve 


that goal, a varied assortment with which he surrounds himself. 


Capable of guile. Deceptive and vain. Won't tell you what he really thinks, except in 


rare circumstances of irritation in which he might sarcastically demand you to pursue 


more challenging occupations in a passive way. 


He's the 'cheer up' guy and really quite vain. 


What's more, his family are very much the same. 


But worse. And perhaps one can't see it in him. The snide smiles. 


The caustic grins. Carelessly following a hedonistic trend. 


Worse, the deep insecurities from time perceived as wasted, underspent. 


But worst of all are their passive tones, the way in which they seem to mock you as 


they encourage you to hone skills they never watched you develop. 


ae 


But they purport to see all. 


Soldiers in a mess hall. 


Seems to bring them joy to make one ashamed. 


But their manner is subtle as if there were no one to blame. 


Conversation is kept agreeable. 


Just know you're lame. 


You're inferior, wounded and maimed. 


Failing to discern any of their own flaws, 


the cultivated hate, the bitterness they store. 


What does it matter if the sky is blue? 


Stuck in their delusions, they don't see you. 


In all that there's vapid, projected shame. 


Project that onto you, the scapegoat, but you're happy all the same. 


Protests. 
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34 
Sheep-headed rat 


06 03 21 


A slave who doesn't think she's a slave who makes slaves of other slaves - The 


[Redacted] Bitch 


False is her sunny demeanour, she who talks with sickening sweetness. 


A sprawling mess 
I'll confess 
Grotesque and misshapen 


To all the rest 


The silent town crier 
Amid all the liars 
As much as he's wrong 


They've formed a throng 


Aim for the corrugated tin roof 
At least that's realistic 
Rain drops back down, 


echoing through 
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Label him masochistic 


See, all are cowards 
Pursue one's advantage 
As the sheep-headed rat 


What else do we have? 
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35 
They confuse sad with bad 


06 03 21 


"Be yourself," advises the lark, 
unable to see my soul is dark. 
It's exhausting to pretend not to be sad. 


But they confuse sad with bad. 


I'm not bad. There's love inside of me. 
Crippled as I am, I may never set it free. 
It really is a shame, a waste of life. 


But I must endure the incessant strife. 


What else? To sink or to swim? 


"I'm made of lead," I say to him. 
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36 
Too self-aware 


06 03 21 


I'm happy for my grandfather who, in his old age, is content. My other grandfather, 
not so much. 


I'm so unhappy now. I wish I could die. 
"Don't worry, OK?" They tell me to try. 
A neurotic man, the boy who cried wolf 
Franz Kafka is following me now, in cockroach form - I guess I'm aloof 
Everywhere I look he's there 
Follow a thought which ends in despair 
I wish I could say I don't really care 


But I care too much. I'm too self-aware. 
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37 
What do you mean’ 


06 03 21 


, what do you mean? 


I'm on ketamine. 


. a Stream of glycerine 


I slip into a dream. 


_ drips as it teems 


Thwarts the brain's screams 
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38 
What do I care if you think I'm 
OK? 


06 03 21 


Answer: vanity 


If I told you why 

I feel dead inside, 
you may show sympathy. 

I may just let it be. 


Don't want to bore you 
with the tenuous. 
I'll think you're being 


disingenuous. 


You'd explain you care, 
but I wouldn't be fair. 
I'd draw it out. 
You'd match my pout. 


All the while self-aware. 
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It's myself I've fettered. 
Made to feel better. 
With selfish spite 
Eclipsed by night. 


Why would you care 
if I'm OK? 
Nothing matters 


anyway. 


Why do I care 
if you think I'm OK? 
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39 
Wonder why they don't blink an 
eye 


06 03 21 


Can't reconcile the pain 
"Get away from me," 
he said offhandedly. 
Took my leave without saying goodbye as if to x 
Can't articulate my words 
I can't be heard 
Catch you stealing a glance 
You're in a trance 
There's something wrong with me. 
Don't you see. 
It's all in my head. 
They did this to me. 
Carry on like bumblebees. 


Trained they are 
So that when someone's arrested 
They don't blink an eye 
Oh I wonder why 
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40 
I clambed Uluru — so what? 


07 03 21 


That which attracts also repels me. 


I let my prejudices take hold of me for too long. 


It seemed like he was inviting discourse when he told me my climb of Uluru was a 
‘dick move’. 


Until he deliberately failed to respond to my light-hearted rebuttal. 


And then all the spite made itself apparent, when he proceeded to stonewall me, 
effectively impeding meaningful discourse. 


He was 'online' yet he left me ‘unseen’. 


To him it certainly must have been a powerful image that was offered by the 
television screen. 


And that radio frequency must have been his own. 
Yet the aboriginals themselves, on whose behalf he was offended, remain destitute 
and diminished by the powers that be, the powers to which he subscribes to with 


complicity. 


And yet that 'controversy', like all mainstream media spectacles, was wrought with 
guile, to stir spite from the murky depths, to keep the crowd dithering. 


He did not see what I saw. Although I climbed Uluru, I climbed other rocks too, and 
as far as I know, I had a right to climb them all. 
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41 
Just visiting 


07 03 21 


Sitting here perusing the stock 
I can't help but despise the lot 
Theres some place else to be 
Where people are actually free 
And yet they're here. Into old age. 
The fact is sad. Makes me rage. 
I'm deaf and also depressed 
The combination was a mess 
I never got into all that chatter 
I stayed alone. "Nothing matters." 
I'm an outsider. It's clear I don't belong. 
‘Community’ is a foul lie. It's all wrong. 
May I despair, the iconoclast. 


Here I'm a visitor. May I not stay long. 
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42 
Nowhere to be but the sea 


07 03 21 


Overstate the negative and undersell the positive... 


Apocalypse happening around them and yet they keep digging. 


Passed by the man with the scarlet face. 
Just had a swim. It was no race. 
Can't help but smile. My muscles ache. 


Sunshine makes a warm breeze. 


Back in the water floating about 
Tumbling and swirling 


Just like the clouds 


The water is a fluid - just like the air! 
The warm, gentle breeze rustles my hair 


For anything else, I have not a care. 


Take hold now. The moment is ripe. 
What they consider frivolous tripe. 
Enough of that now. Blink at the sun. 


Content now. No need to run. 
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Shivering at first 
and gulping for breath 
The cold digs in 


compresses my chest 


I persevere and submerge my head. 


The cold chills my brain like icy lead. 
My mind is swirling, 
tumbling with the waves. 


"This is how one ought to behave." 


Then I let go and remember to float. 


Vasoconstriction. I'm just like a boat. 


Nowhere to be 


Except for the sea 
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43 
Plank of wood brings happiness 
where drugs fail 


07 03 21 


Plank of wood betwixt my feet, 
cruising around for some to meet. 
Insolently enduring the looks of disgust 


from those life left behind in the dust. 


I feel alright now. No need for spite now. 
No need to cry now. Where's my plight now? 
Rolling, content, after that star in the sky. 


Compared to before, I really feel high. 
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Found something new, unearthed and sublime. 


Suddenly I've found value in my time. 


See a reason now not to end my life. 


With a simple pursuit I replaced all the strife. 
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44 
Quis custodiet ipsos custodes? 


07 03 21 


Policemen are concerningly incompetent at meeting the weight of responsibility of 
their own power; insomuch as their actions, performed naturally as whim demands, 
influence the lives of others in such subtle ways as are resistant to the understanding 
of those hubristic parties who hold the power. 
Who will guard the guards? 
Police the police. 
We are already experiencing the cold weight of tyranny in full. 


How do u defend yourself from a hostile, indestructible behemoth? 


You don't. You hide. 
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45 
Really doesn't matter what I say 


07 03 21 


Really doesn't matter what I say 
Better off dead anyway 
Underneath the mask is always sadness 
Sadness is the most beautiful thing in the world, reckoned Oscar Wilde. 
I seek to destroy what little I have left 
Simply can't follow the rest 
To dissociate is to retreat 
Nothing more for me to beat 
- but myself 
What else? 


Sought escape 
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Wrought of ape 


Merry all the while 


Merry go-round 


A sun goes down 


Expressionless frown 


Significance is unquantifiable 


As if I were liable 


They say to be responsible 
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46 
Si says “life is easy” 


07 03 21 


Context: used to have a friend called Si. He was extremely obnoxious and didn't lose 


a single chance to express himself. So I wrote a poem to express myself. 


At a bar eating ribs. 
I didn't pay but I still got dibs. 
May have benefited from a bib 


and I'm sitting next to you. 


You said "life is easy." 
Meant not to please me, 
couldn't let the leaves be. 


Sanctimonious through and through. 


That look in your face 
said life is a race 
not to suffer disgrace 


and laugh at those who do. 


Forever stern, 
you will never turn, 


and continue to burn, 
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the captain of a ship with no crew. 


Snobbish and angry. 
No desire to change, see. 
Insurmountably angsty. 


Let down by all, now I pity you. 
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47 
Story of a siren 


07 03 21 


Status - diminishing all else for the sake of one's own ego. If you're high status then 
what of those whom are low status? Yes, they're scum and you're better than them, of 


course. 


That solemn siren 
So as she's sincere 
Screamed and squeamed 
A sensual succubus 
Seemed secretive 
Sought some ruse 


To escape me 


Abandoned, dishevelled, in the dirt 
One can't help but feel hurt. 
But had no choice but to accept 
What was put in front of him 
Take it or leave it 
The rationale was sound 


Attitude sweet 
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She's done, beat. 


Next, please. 


But looking down upon 
That innocuous visage 
It was impossible to resent 
or determine what it meant 
But you knew 
You were through 
She, in lieu, 
Knew what to do. 
And you must return, 
Orderly, obsequiously 


To your sullen seclusion. 
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48 
Sydenham station 


07 03 21 


To your inhospitable guard houses 
No refreshments unless you pay a vending machine 
Only one exit despite there being several which are locked. 
Ruthlessly kept by police and sniffer dogs 
With your cold and stained concrete 
And swift metal carriages 
The planes cruising loudly overhead 


A loveable nightmare of all sorts 
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49 
That time is looming again 


07 03 21 


System selects for pussies who don't have any conception of risk. 


That time is looming again 
Of sickly sweet gestures 


And magnanimous sentiments 


They will offer gifts, chosen with the poorest taste, excuses to spend money and 
expect gratification, 


gifts I don't need and hardly want, 


They relish that cheap little break 
From pushing gears 
From conforming 

From complacence 

Judging others 
A lifestyle with which life is truly meaningless 
And petty 
And all the while they're thinking about how they care about family more than 

anything else. 

But they really dont 


That's just rhetoric 
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50 
The man who melted into the 
sink 
07.03 21 
The bureaucratic atmosphere is unwelcoming 


They are always emotionally reserved, each one readily prepared to abandon one's 


own should it become ‘necessary’. 


They strive painstakingly to be what they call efficient and practical. 


The conscious man and the protester are both fish who have found themselves on 
land. The difference is that the protester struggles terribly, whereas the conscious man 


lies still and waits. 


Family is the way of exclusion 


The effect of eating almonds in a crucial social moment, as in a therapy session 
wherein the Psychiatrist says something important and my response is to eat a 


mouthful of almonds. 
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The first unwelcome rays of the morning sun came crashing through George's 
window with increasing intensity until he irritably gave up on pursuing sleep and 


lackadaisically made rise for the bathroom. 


To his (rather unenthusiastic) surprise, as he exited his room, with some relief in his 
groggy state believing himself to be alone, his manic mother herself, the relentless 
bane of his life, suddenly appeared and, saying nothing, immediately and 
opportunistically walked by and ahead of him. She walked with such brisk pace that 
George hardly doubted she sought to dominate the kitchen (in effect the entire dingy 
apartment) and in doing so exclude him or otherwise treat him with disdain, a 
peculiar and resentful behaviour which she, in her neuroses, believed to be warranted, 


for after all it was 'her' house, and certainly not his. 


In that moment George discerned in his mother's face an uninviting grimace, the 
mask she was wont to wear in his presence. As she purposefully strode away he 
simply felt glad that she had other things on her mind than to belittle him. Not a 
moment longer and the alluring scent of coffee wafted from the kitchen down the 
short and stubby hallway and through the cracks of the flimsy door which 


precariously separated George from the outside world as he silently brushed his teeth. 
Soon after he made his way back to bed, having in the appearance of his dreadful 


and fretful mother abandoned his previous goals, and took to replying to messages 


unenthusiastically and listlessly reading Epictetus' thoughts on death. 
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The "I'm better than you" white coat worn by the man atop the hierarchy. The 


"professional". 


The idea of God is an excuse to pretend to be spiritual when one has realised one is 


not spiritual without it. 


The look of your car represents success. What have you succeeded at doing? Being a 


piece of shit? 


The man who melted into the sink 


just wanted to sleep. 


It's true that he was on the brink 


In a sense, deep. 


Janky. 
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51 
Destinationless train 


08 03 21 


Too cowardly to kill myself 
Or to start fresh 
Must endure my time in hell 


In amongst the rest 


Relishing pain and apathy 
A devil in distress 
Crying is a luxury 


I couldn't matter less 


On a destinationless train 
Or a rocky shore by a lake 
Unblinking, unshivering, in the rain 


What difference does it make? 
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52 
George's mire 


08 03 21 


The result of not letting me speak my mind 
She had something to say but always found something else to do 
And all the festering spite shone through 
And he wore a worn expression on his face 
All he could do was suffer the disgrace 


And finally she mentioned the conception of some event. It would inevitably be dull 


and lacklustre. 


At the same old place, as always, and all of the attendees hated each other just the 


same. 
At least that's how George saw it. 


But she'd ungracefully come in once more. Attempted to talk to a clearly occupied 


man. Must have been properly self absorbed. 


84 


53 
It ain't fake 


08 03 21 


They're targeting antisocial behaviour now. Anyone who doesn't conform, who has a 
problem with authority. 


They say it's artificial happiness 
As if it were fake 
But what's the difference 


Between a fork and a rake? 


The rake is wood, is destined for leaves 
And when it breaks, the owner seethes 
But the fork is metal, is used for food 


A meal is enough to alter one's mood 


There's a great man up in the sky 
He says to hurry up and die 
Sit on a log 
And pat a dog 


Just make sure you don't ask why 


So take some drugs 
They're all thugs 
Those who tell you 


Your time is through 
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54 
Poorly formulated memories 


08 03 21 


There is a beer in my hand 
I am a passenger on a train 
There are students around me 
I remember what it was like to be one 
And being antisocial. Acting ‘cool’. 
Avoidance. Being high all the time. 
Putting minimal effort into learning. 
I guess I thought I was special. 
Too superior to conform. 

Or just that I recognised moral hypocrisy 
And took strides to not to that 
But I still did that 
And I'm no better. 

I was lost within myself 
And perhaps I still am 


They say the most 'normal' people are the most mentally unwell 
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And that to recognise the darkness in others 
You must first find it within yourself. 
And now that beer 
Has combined with the diazepam 
Resulting in potentiated GABAAR agonism 
In layman's terms: relaxation, bliss 
And now I say to all the self-doubt 
To the anxiety and low self-esteem 


I will skate now 
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55 
The Future 


08 03 21 


Wearily lain awake, 
Clasping hold of sleep. 
Life is a fiery lake. 
Why can I not weep? 


We're all one and the same, 
Yet I remain bound to myself. 
They say it's all just a game, 
A line to consider, 


When burning in hell. 


Body arrested, mind zapped, 
Eyes alert in horror 
Fuck this. I'm getting up. 
I'm bothered but why bother? 


What is a flying monkey? Is it an insult to call one a flying monkey? 


When an academic bureaucrat says they're always here if one needs to talk, it's an 


empty gesture. There is a subtle force which prevents meaningful discourse. 


88 


When I'm around my mother I can't help but feel resentment. I don't respect her and I 
despise her way of life. But still she's human and it hurts to dismiss and ignore her. I 


just feel like I can't talk to her. Her boyfriend is ... 


When I picture my future, I can't bring myself to acknowledge the most likely 
outcome - I will be bound to a dark pit of despair, homeless in a Blade Runner city, 
controlled by all the same bleak circumstances as of now. Work. Money. Anxiety. 
Depression. A feeling of worthlessness, of wasting away, all of my potential to have 
worth and do good disintegrating before my eyes. I don't want my soul to be split, to 
have any further part in menial, tiresome work. I want to use more than a few simple 
skills, cultivated only to financially benefit corporate entities, a mere fraction of what 
I am. I don't want to be forced to manipulate and be dishonest out of necessity. I don't 


want to be half a man. 


Instead, I picture a sort of utopia. It's hard for me to accept the unlikeliness of this 
event coming true, but what I see is a green, verdant field, mountains in the distance - 
and there I am cheerfully engaged in labour. Not the meaningless labour imposed 
upon us by industrial capitalism, but genuine labour - tending to crops. Crops I will 
later eat or share or trade for other necessities. I want to live in a minimalist and 
wholesome fashion, amid wild plants and domesticated animals. Hell, I'd even settle 
for a caveman style life - if that were still possible for a confused and indoctrinated 


white man a third of the way through his life. 


But you see this as a pitiful mirage; you see me as a dreamer, one whose head is in 
the clouds. And in fact you might well not pay attention at all to what I've said, 
because no one will read this except myself. But why do I care so much whom will 
read this? Do I want to influence others? Clearly not, or I'd be something more than 
antisocial and misanthropic, right? It saddens me, really. Christopher Hitchens 


himself warns of the danger of misanthropy. Yet I'm weirdly unsocial, anxious, 
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capricious and psychologically devastated - so misanthropy presents itself as an 


enticing temptation indeed. 


I just need a slower pace. To work on a farm even! I'll tolerate the drug withdrawals... 
Yes, I very much like to take diazepam and propranolol. Also alcohol and weed. I 
appreciate odd doses of psychedelics and ketamine too. I sense your judgement when 
it comes to this admission. What can I say other than I deem my drug use to be 


necessary to my survival in this sick, sad world, regardless of your prejudices. 


I won't let the mire perpetually hold me down. I have a desire for happiness and to 
feel free and not shackled. Perhaps one day I'll be more mature? When I look back at 
myself through my mind's eye, I see my soul unclear through a cloudy haze. 
Sometimes that elusive spark is there, but trapped, as in an atmosphere of inert gas, 
wherein no reaction may occur. But sometimes it's all cleared up, and oxygen is 
present. Sometimes in there a clean, smokeless fire is raging. It's those moments I 


must capture as I hope for better days. 
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56 
Tongue-tied 


08 03 21 


To the crow I converse with in forced, broken whistles. 


It can see through me. 


Tongue-tied 
Ego died 
Right in front of you 


I am - 
Broken, man. 
It's really true. 


Suffer disgrace 
Self-efface 
Block your point of view 


Mind dreaming 
Neuroses teeming 
Might I see it through? 


Doesn't matter what I say 
Better off dead, anyway. 


I can't cope. 
There's no hope. 
Drudge, 
budge. 
Wait, you spoke? 


The mask came back on 
I began to respond 
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57 
Trust me, friend, I'll drag you 
down; I'll make you frown 


08 03 21 


Trust me, friend 
I'll drag you down 


I'll make you frown 


Trying to approach the ocean to get some salt in my nose 
Hoodie, on my phone, sand in my toes 
There's people there 
It's a status thing 
That's their fare 
A diamond ring 
There's a break 
Just counting down the hours till I die 
Little you can do to convince me to try 
All I see are dispirited souls 
And complacent hypocrites 
What I imagine them think as I pass by 
He's a criminal 


He's a drug addict 
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58 
We can help each other, you and 
I. More than that — it's our duty 
to. 


08 03 21 


They've achieved so much but accomplished so little 


Things I do wrong: 


Confine myself to regiments 
Too much smoke 
Don't stretch enough 
Too many drugs 
Don't socialise enough 


Don't read and study enough 


Think not about my mental illness, 
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just as I avoid thinking of yours. 
I hardly need to advise you 
to think about none of my pain; 
focus on your own pain. 
I see all the signs but none of the corresponding exits. 
It's too hard for me to try to help, 
or its simply easier not to. 

Not before it's too late, anyway. 
Convenience is a greater temptation than necessity. 
I say to myself "why should I?" 

I justify my lack of action 
as a symptom of hopelessness and despair. 
Why should I bare the responsibility? 

That age old cliche - "why me?" 

Well, because it has to be me - naturally. 
Divine providence has a neglectful tendency. 
Though perhaps through infinite wisdom, 
what seems to be neglect is really cultivation. 
Meanwhile Regina sings "all my life in black and white" 
"sad, sad eyes, no tomorrow. 


You will always start to cry." 
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I realise my cowardice - I see myself as too weak 
to act outside the boundaries of personal gain. 
And so might you be, 
because we're much alike - you and I. 

But we're not too weak. It's not too hard. 
"Nothing is good or bad, but thinking makes it so." 
So much as mood dictates thought, 
and thought dictates action, 
we can help each other, you and I. 

More than that - it's our duty to. 

There will be no immediate reward. 

No instant gratification to let us know we've done good. 
But if one can see the bigger picture 


One knows one was right. 
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59 
“Why don't you just kill 
yourself?” 


08 03 21 


Who wears a woose if woos wears you? 


Why do I feel like every act I perform is tepid? Like I have only half committed. 
Maybe 'why’?" isn't the right question. More like why do I insist on acting in such a 
way. I've pussied out of every major facet of my life. I'm a runner. A coward. 
Miserable and frustrated, I blamed my inadequacies. I blamed other people. I knew 
all along it was my own fault. But really, is my unsolicited confession of 
responsibility necessary? Perhaps the knowledge that my condition was caused by a 
mixture of genetics and environment is somewhat comforting. But what it change to 
dwell? I'm just, year after year, using the same pathetic excuses to stay within my 
comfort zone, not pursue women, not strive for independence, not socialise and 
continue being socially awkward and strange as a result. I notice the funny look in the 
eyes of my interlocutor, when I'm simultaneously avoiding contact and trying to 


communicate. It really must come off as weird. 
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"Why don't you just kill yourself?' 
The sad man whispers to himself. 
Slumped over, back to the door, 


he stares wistfully at the wall. 


Takes a deep breath, utters a sigh. 
‘It would all be so much easier. 


That is, of course, if I could just die." 


Nothing to do today but lay in bed, 
resenting that phrase 'It's all in your head". 
"But I'm up now. What will I do? 


It's all worthless. Nothing is new.' 


'A friend of mine back in high school 
said 'It's like you enjoy being sad.' 
I was smug. I thought him the fool. 


Is that a part of what makes me bad?’ 


"Because something is not quite right inside, 
the essence of which I cannot quite derive. 
On what to depend but a comfortable nook? 


Everything's in black and white, like the pages of a book.' 
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60 
Your squinted eyes disapprove of 
me 


08 03 21 


Your squinted eyes disapprove of me. The pupils, they say I'm pathetic, 

irises pin me a coward. 

Unanimously pass their sentence, 
tacitly condemning me. 

Without commotion I accept. 
It's no different to struggle. 
I hopelessly surrender to disorientating intoxication. 
Gripped forever by that icy gaze, 
always watching. 
My attempts at escape met no support. 
Smiles dreamy and distant are always just out of reach, 
fuzzy fantasies. 
Here there are only cold, unfeeling glares, 


marginalising me, diminishing me. 


I look up at those looming spectres and silently plead. 
"But don't you know? This is not the way I was meant to be!" 
Their answer is calm, deliberately unforgiving. 

"Not again." I put out wanly. 


And I'm clutched once more by despair. 
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My mouth bitters, my throat chokes, my shoulders stiffen. 
Bearing the weight of intense scrutinity, it's unthinkable to turn my head 
lest it creaks on its rickety axis. 

A ghastly figure with harsh saucer eyes commands relaxation. 

The Scream's voice seems to boom 


though it makes no noise at all. 


Now I'm on my own, amid a carnival of glittering lights. 
A parade of cartoonish robots passes by, animated by comical sounds. 
But I feel no joy. 

An image flits by 
of that chilling banshee. 

Icy cold but not shivering, 

I'm plagued by dread and despair. 

Unsteadily rising to my feet I'm at unease, 
as if I'd prefer to be trampled underfoot, 
should I only be able to lay on the ground. 
Loitering starry over mechanical scraps of dacadence, 
my only sympathisers, 
my mental faculties are slipping. 


I begin to sway and droop into stupor. 


From the blackness sprouts a sun-gilded meadow, 
seems to torment me with its verdant greens and whistling birds. 
I breath a short wistful sigh, 
reach down and cusp the incurable wound festering my pit. 
The butterflies have begun to rot. 
No matter my route yet I'm here 


and not afraid. 
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Bitter turned mournful. 


I look forward dreamily to the promise of peace. 


Shaking myself from my lull, 
An ever-present dull ache sprawls out from my neck's posterior, 
a manifestation of defeat 
ensuring in life I will never be content, 
except for in those fleeting glimpses of divine light 


and the prospect of nothing. 
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61 
You're a complacent sycophant 


08 03 21 


You couldn't pronounce this, let alone anything else. 
Scrunched up drawing of a flower 
Mindless work - letting our minds go blank, not allowing for the pursuit of any art. 


So that we become even more mindless drones 
You have to turn your head to the left before you can turn it to the right. 


‘You just don't give a fuck about anyone else. That's what it is.’ He asserted angrily 


because I'd taken too long. Undesired behaviour met with scorn. 


You're a sycophant, complacent 


I'm a dissident, disguised as a sycophant 


I must lay eyes upon the most grotesque spectacles, but I remain silent and 
"professional". I must appear to them as grotesque as they to me. The sycophant 
meets the sycophant. One of a bureaucratic, hierarchical microcosm meets another. 
Together they suffer, each to their mask; with disingenuous and false smiles they 


humour each other. 
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I'm my narcissist father's and neurotic mother's weird little gypsy son. My bedside 
book is Brothers Karamazov by Fyodor Dostoevsky, for Christ's sake! What am I 
making here, but an appeal to myself? With great vanity, shamelessly boasting. 
Disgraceful. 


Venus needs her Furs 


Mistress of my curse 


All aboard the Bebop 
Life is just a dream 
Gotta make a pop 
A hefty fee. Stop. 


I like to boast to myself 
"At least I'm self-aware." 


Unlike those whom have not care 


Was too cynical then 
To understand impermanence 
What will this amount to 


My principles, my supposed innocence. 


There's a dull ache 
Deep inside my stomach 
A void left unfilled 
What do I lay here, meek? 
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The shadows, they swell 
A cheerful masquerade 
There is much I can tell 


That would have me unmade 


Wrought of the odd stuff 
Born in a simmering broth 
There is swirling all around 


A really quite majestic sound 
From deep inside my chest 
To one of all the rest 
"Care for me, it's only fair," 


I beseech, "as much as I cared.” 


Board shorts Nd Valium 
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62 
Crude encompassing Hell 


08 03 21 


I am bitter in my loneliness and the thought itself brings shame. 


I might go outside if not for my apprehension. 


I dread the ubiquitous gaze that sears the back of my head as if it came from without; 


the hyper-awareness of my own failure to belong. 


When one deflates a boat, it can no longer float, and in this way 


I must concede to despair. 


There are always suspicions, dishonest with indignation, 
even if there are not. 
I associated the hurt I cause myself with unfamiliar people so that even in casting my 
way an innocent glance, 
the humble man is transfigured to a monster rendered ghoulish in a lens darkly and 
withdrawn. 
The same squinted eyes through which I see myself, 


in my solipsism plaster my crude, encompassing hell. 
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63 
Nausea of butterflies 


08 03 21 


The dread came in 
as much as it did. 
And the feelings of worthlessness and apathy followed. 

"Why bother at all?' 

But George was lost to expression, 

and alone, doomed to endure in silence. 
And yet, how graceless were their responses - those closest to him. 
How inconsiderate and cruel. 
It was clear they had no compassion 
when they dismissed him as lazy 


and sincerely wondered why he was that way, despite knowing him all his life. 
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Their brief disappointments preceded prolonged irritations. 


and then they tormented him 


with spite aflame in their eyes. 


Still not talking, George stared through them, and refused to get out of bed, 


dramatically preferring to suffer their punishments. 


"What could possibly hurt more?' 


But unlike what they supposed, 


it was pain and apathy and not spite and bitterness which dictated his actions. 


But he made no effort to communicate, 


knowing full well how poorly that would play. 


It was shameful. He did not care to try. 


So George took on their loud yells of frustration 


and incessant physical torments, 


done lightheartedly at first but then with frustration and anger. 


They made it clear that he was a sack of shit due for removal. 
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Childhood horrors were renewed as dull and lingering figments. 


He thought about killing himself, 


what drugs he'd need to take and in what amounts, 


even though he doubted whether he'd really be capable of achieving such a thing. 


Fantastic images flitted through his head 


of that warm and red goo which once oozed from his arms, 


drawn deliberately by the tip of a blade. 


He surrendered hopelessly to a future of similar torments and more suffering 


and listlessly watched a jet plane soar across the sky very far away. 


It was a noiseless and dreamy representation of all of his hopes for a better life slowly 


vanishing, slipping away from him, 


as he realised yet again that not only would things never get better, but no one 


actually cared to support him in his plight, 


and, sighing deeply, he hardly blamed them. 
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But then, he too turned spiteful and bitter. And so it was. 


Later Cohn asked George, ‘where's your brother?' and George replied, 'he's just sitting 


in his car.' 


'He's just sitting there?' exclaimed Cohn. He advised unsympathetically in a more 
sinister tone, 'see what happens when you do this in the morning? Puts everyone in a 
bad mood. Couldn't have just gotten up, had tea, skated. Had to lie in bed. So 


dramatic.' 
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64 
They say not to litter... 


08 03 21 


They say not to litter 
They'll call you a tosser 
Haven't they considered 
The ground of the concrete jungle is already garbage; 


it's getting hotter and hotter 


They say it's important to work 
To be pragmatic and efficient 
But ideas of status and money lurk 


In what life's about, they're deficient 


In their spare time they go to the gym 
Give each other endearments 
Fixate on being healthy and slim 


But all they're really worried about is their appearance 
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65 
Is a bird flown, wings of stone, 
really a bird at all? 


27 03 21 


Just like an ant sprayed with formaldehyde, 
One can only be honest, lest one runs and hides. 
Abandoned by all, dismissed and despised, 
Whatever can one do, but be patient and abide? 
Get a grip. 

Don't slip. 


Stay where the soul resides. 
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66 
Live in fear 


27 03 21 


Live in fear 
For your career 
You're dead inside 
Can't even cry 
I'm just going 
Along for the ride 
Just as well 
I'm not in hell 


Like you 
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67 
Release me 


27 03 21 


Please release me 
in doing so 
feel the ground 
beneath me 
Apathy, sadness, anger aside, 
I really do have nothing to hide. 
I speak my truth - 
the rest is on you. 
Listen now or don't. 
You didn't then, and now you won't? 
Listen or don't. 
But if you don't listen, 
then I won't. 
You reap what you sow. 
Nothing is good or bad... 
thinking makes it so. 


Judge not lest you judge yourself. 
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68 
Spot on the wall 


29 04 21 


Stare vacantly at that spot on the wall. 
It’s sunny outside. This fact you ignore. 
Try not to think of all you have seen and done. 
If anybody understood you'd still have no one. 
If you stay composed you can almost trick your mind 
into thinking the clock stopped and with it, time. 
You wish you could trade every little thing 
for anything else, the ability to sing. 
Because of this life you’ve had enough. 
Even if not, your feelings don’t bluff. 
Eyes fixed on that spot on the wall. 
Memorise every detail and watch it some more. 
The wall will never ever change. 
Just like you, it will only age. 
And when that time finally comes, 


you'll smile once more. You’!l smile for once. 
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69 
O' Molly 


15.05 21 
projecting my own feelings of entrapment upon my mother's cat circa 2019 


O' Molly. Your life is a tragedy. 

How you’re forced to endure long days 
Without fear, without love, without hope. 
How you could travel so 
The adventures you’ ve missed 
The desolate and destitute struggle. 

All for one’s own pleasure 
To have a doll to cradle 
A baby whose head you caress 
To lesson your grief 
To give one love and hope. 

To awe and gape at as a passing amusement 
Who never passes 
For when you pass you will be buried alongside all the other memories deep down. 
O' Molly. Your life is a tragedy. 


But then again, whose isn’t? 
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70 
Time in flies 


14 05 21 


I think it only fitting, 
the flies circling me now. 
Like vultures in wake. 


carcass of a cow. 
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71 
Perhaps you want to die 


11 06 21 


Perhaps you want to die 
Keep asking why, oh why? 
Fantasise and don't even try. 


Can't cry with dry eyes. 


Nobody cares. 
You're aware? 
But fuck them all. 


It's your call. 


You think! 
They don't. 
Have a drink. 


You won't. 


Life really is sad. 
But truly, I am glad. 
If it was anything more, 


Would it not be a bore? 


So embrace the chore. 
You're one to adore. 
Love you. 


It's true. 
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72 
Heartbreak is junk 


11 06 21 


In spite of the passion we shared the previous night, 
I made her uncomfortable by my sensual provocations. 

But rather than express to me her discomfort in a direct manner, 
she silently submitted, went to far as to reciprocate my pleasure, 
and yet later made it known to her friends her discomfort. 
And now that I am alone, 
with no venue to express my grief, 

I too am expressing my emotions in an indirect manner. 

But then again, this story is now about my addiction to ketamine, 
and not my dehumanisation, loneliness and heartbreak, 
in lieu of my friends' good-natured yet simple minded reprimand of my actions. 
Sour now, but still more sore and shrunk, 


By what vice does caprice bring junk? 
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73 
Medicated highness 


10 09 21 
When I'm too medicated or high (depending on your interpretation of my state of 


mind and the drugs I've taken and what authority they may have been prescribed 


under)... I can't read, and that affair makes for a detriment, as much as the prejudice 
towards drug addiction. 
Ad lib now, swagger, 
dipped in that tizzy juice. 
Elated beyond belief - 
combination, motif, 
undaunted by the monolith 
dreamy, buzzing, starry-eyed 
medicated and high 


until the day I die. 
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74 
Take power or have it taken from 
you 


15.09 21 


Anxiety 101 - attempt to articulate your thoughts so you may better understand 


yourself. 


Integrity 101 - your voice comes from your heart and your heart is an honest one, so 


don t defy your heart, or you'll be spun, speak your voice from where it comes. 
Take power or have it taken from you. 


Don't give a single fuck. 
“Train, train, coming ‘round, ‘round the bend.” 


by Elvis plays in my mind. 


I figure Pll jump in front of it and I'll still be fine! 
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I’m too good at deception, 
I deceive myself. 
I was mentored to act up - 
give up on my health. 
Instead, I explored my mind. 


Say, what might I find? 


Drug metabolites and a lot of grime. 
I turn to unconventional methods - I turned to crime. 
Suddenly I wondered, “why?” 
Desire. Kicks. I wanted to get high. 
“T got nothing else so don’t expect me to try.” 
Go now - live the life of a beaten dog, 


the worker of wounded pride, pathetic and old. 


Go home for your drink 
so you have an excuse to cry. 
Meanwhile, Ill be here - 


Ill be here getting high. 
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75 
Look into my eyes 


15.09 21 


Look into my eyes 
Do you see me? 
Even at face value 


Do you believe me? 


From your pillar step down 
With your hand shake my own 
Feign a smile and say: 


"Sorry it ended up this way." 


"Accept cheapness of tactic" 
"Let your legs curdle 
to pass over the hurdles" 
"Think nothing of tone" 


"It's as if you were my own." 


With bleak, cataract eyes, 
silently take your advice 
"Let us tread through the mire, 


dutifully, from now until we expire." 
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76 
Loyalty 


15.09 21 


Loyalty 
To your: 


Nation 
State 
Suburb 
Street 
Family 
Church 
Sport’s team 


School-day peers 


None of this means anything, because it neither is organic nor “home-grown” and we 
have simply deceived ourselves. Remember those “Aussie grown” labels? Contrast 
the position (right in front of your face) with those of “Made in China” labels (stowed 
away on the back/bottom). Almost like they intended for the “Aussie” labels to be 


more noticeable. Curious. 
You were unwittingly born into your: 


Nation 
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State 
Suburb 
Street 
Family 
Church 
Sport’s team 


School-day peers 


No decision was involved. You were suddenly birthed into consciousness given a 
strictly random combination of genetic material that suffered the rainbows as well as 
the throes, of life, just to become you. It was only ever you and it only ever will be 
you. You are unique. Your existence bears no significance amid vast cosmic 


multitudes and it is only delusion and vanity that make you think so. 


All the philosophy and theology for what... It’s simple, really. The answer is you are 
loyal to yourself. 


By that I mean you are loyal to your ego. 


You unconsciously pave your way through the masses each day - sharp scratching 
and blunt grating proving apt demonstration to the functionality of your brutish 
device of hatred, utilised masterfully, blocking out all stimuli but the sordid 


constructions of one’s own mind. 


You plow forth in pitiful misdirection, for it never mattered which way you traveled, 
should only you make haste in the leisurely swinging of your dick in front of all who 
inspire hate in your vest, so long as they do not outrank you in the social hierarchy, in 
which case you’d prefer to suck on theirs if only they’d pet your head and give you a 


moment’s recognition for being a good boy. 
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77 
Lemmings 


15.09 21 


"Go fuck yourself. You heard me right." 


When You Die, Little Dark Age, MGMT 


We've all us lemmings hopped onto the lemming train and sparkled down lemming 
lane, 


constantly distracted by silly games, and yet acting as though it were all the same - 
because us lemmings are simply told what to do, 
and in our innocent nature don't question the rules, 
makes in the mind for a silly spool, 


and the Animal Farm turns the lemmings fools. 
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78 
I'm done but wasn't it fun? 


20 09 21 


“When you finally get back up on your feet again 
Everybody wants to be your old long-lost friend 
Said it’s mighty strange, without a doubt 
Nobody knows you when you’re down and out.”’ 


Nina Simone; John Lennon; Eric Clapton 


Done - had my fun - now I am done. 
It was fun - done - was it not fun? 
Misery is the cost of praise unasked. 


Finally, I can relax - drop the mask. 


Because it was never about me, 
as much as I wanted it to be. 
I just wanted to be seen. As it were - 


to participate in those bouts of glee. 


I wanted to cling on to my youth, 
with toys and friends, mind uncouth. 


Clothes stained with blood, sweat, and dirt - 
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more alive than ever, hurt. 


Now I understand - 
I put myself there. 
Reap what you sow, 


and so it goes. 


You get back what you give out 
unless little paper squares. 
The respect that comes with, 


is as fake as the drivel. 


It was fun but I will not be missed - 
only the paper squares I came with. 
It took me so long to understand. I realised - 


I was simply a shoddy street prize. 


But no more, because I’m done, and I had my fun. 
It was fun, as it was done. Tell me, was it not fun? 
Learned how to appease, and not to ‘annoy’. 


Almost-30 year old man still thinks he’s a boy. 
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79 
My last act as a dictator 


29 09 21 


“Words, like all other manifestations of an evolving race, are stamped with the values 
that have long been paramount in that race. Now, the original thinker who 
finds himself compelled to use the current speech of his country in order to impart 
new and hitherto untried views to his fellows, imposes a task upon the natural means 
of communication which it is totally unfitted to perform,— hence the obscurities and 
prolixities which are so frequently met within the writings of original thinkers. In the 
“Dawn of Day”, Nietzsche actually cautions young writers against the danger of 


allowing their thoughts to be moulded by the words at their disposal.” 


Anthony M. Ludovici, Notes on Thus Spoke Zarathustra 


“I do not wish to be mixed up and confused with these preachers of equality. For, to 
me justice speaks thus: “Men are not equal.” Nor shall they become equal! What 


would my love of the Superman be if I spoke otherwise? 


On a thousand bridges and paths they shall throng to the future, and ever more war 
and inequality shall divide them: thus does my great love make me speak. In their 
hostilities they shall become inventors of images and ghosts, and with their images 
and ghosts they shall yet fight the highest fight against one another. Good and evil, 
and rich and poor, and high and low, and all the names of values—arms shall they be 


J 


and clattering signs that life must overcome itself again and again.’ 
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Nietzsche on ‘The Tarantulas’, Thus Spoke Zarathustra 


A while back I received a unique comment on one of my short stories. 


I had been equated to Hitler for my ideas, 


and evidently, I took this to heart, 


such that I had simply deleted the comment and blocked that person. 


I regretted it later (almost immediately after, in fact) - 


I had clearly manifested a trait I so often detest, 


that of a dictator, having censored a statement I knew at heart to contain an element 


of truth. 


I unblocked them, but I could never undo my shameful act of censorship. 


Let him be, (3) 
the fettered bee. (4) 
Blind to (2) 
his own sting, (3) 
and the effect (4) 
it might have on him. (5) 
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80 
Atrophy 


08 10 21 


Withering, decaying, wasting away. 
Did it really end up this way? 
Nothing remarkable to say nor do. 


Curse this wall I run into. 


Prescribed myself a daily routine, 
lacklustre and unchallenging. 
Unmotivated to be myself. 


Unmotivated to change anything. 


Fleshen cage wrought of shame and despair, 
credit to me something I care 
for, 
and take me a tangent 
adrift from what's mine. 
I'll figure it out, 


maybe, some time. 
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81 
The virtue of nothing 


09 10 21 


“Because I'm a Karamazov. Because when I fall into the abyss, I go straight into it, 
head down and heels up, and I'm even pleased that I'm falling in just such a 
humiliating position, and for me I find it beautiful.” 


Fyodor Dostoyevsky, The Brothers Karamazov 


Sometimes doing nothing is the best course of action. 
Perhaps even for long periods of time, or forever. 
Unlike marching the street in romantic fashion with flags and yelling, 
non-participation is actually an effective form of protest. 
Therefore, by doing nothing I’m doing my part 
to better society, as I see fit, 
by stowing away from the babble and confusion, 
and finding alternative measures to survive. 
Whatever suffering I endure as a result, 
is nothing compared to the shame I’d feel 
in being a complacent sycophant 
whom is invariably complicit 
to the actions of whoever fills the trough 
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beneath his dirty, gullible, dull snout. 
If this is intolerable to you, 
then I suggest do to me as you will: 
hurt, shun, humiliate, 
imprison, or kill me as you see fit. 
It’s all the same to me. 
Whatever the outcome, I don’t mind so much. 
I’m ready. I already had my last laugh. 
I saw what there was to see 
and I did what I had to do. 
In the end 
my fate 


is up to you. 


“The highest virtue is not virtue. Therefore really is virtue. But inferior virtue cannot 
let go of being virtuous, and therefore is not virtue.” 


Lao Tzu 
“Your good, careful people of the villages are the thieves of virtue.” 


Confucius 
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82 
Kill me 


06 11 21 
Adapted from my book 'No respect for myself’ 


Disclaimer: written in 2019. No opinions expressed are necessarily held by myself in 
late 2023. 


In my dream | had a use 
Awake I am just obtuse 


I would like a noose 


They scatter like rats. 
Ignominiously crawling back to their holes, 
they turn, hunch up their shoulders - 
they’re ready for a fight. 

But feel the unspoken distrust. 


The echoing enmity. 


All I can do is wish. 
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I wish it were possible to sink even lower into this bed, through the floor and into the 
Earth’s crust. 


I wish my senses were more than partially disturbed, so that no stimuli could torture 
me. 


I wish my brother weren’t here today so I could suffer in peace and knock myself 
senseless with drugs without judgement. 


I wish my absence wouldn’t have such a profound effect on the people around me, so 
then I could leave this horrible place in a benign fashion. 


All I can do is wish. There’s nothing else I can do. 


Yeah, things like this ain't built to last 
I might just fade like those before me 
When will you forget my past? 

Got questions, ask, you know the stories 


Mac Miller 


133 


83 
Madame Registrar 


06 11 21 


Wearing an expensive suit. 
At first I felt insecure. 
Like a baldy. A sellout. Like everyone else. 
Then I got over all that, ever so slightly. 
And became ever so smug, self-important 
All were seated in the pews 
and then a knock at the door 
The registrar entered 
One could admire her pearls 
The registrar was flabby 
Had lots of loose skin 
Here she was important 
Good for her next-of-kin 
We rose from those pews 
Just as you do in a church 
The smirk of power crept upon the registrar's face 
She gave a little nod and I prepared to kneel, 
for I didn't know the custom 
But then all were sitting down 
And I, looking up at the registrar 
Really just couldn't help but frown 


Here was one not humble 
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Her hair was dyed a light brown 
Pale skin resembling diabetes 
Covered mostly by a loose-fitting black gown 
The Victorians were unskilled builders 
The shape of the court room was not acoustically sound 
But the registrar was nonetheless content 
The devil atop her fiery mound 
A bland and uncaring system 
Perpetually shuffling people around 
In fear of the jail cells, on probation 
Nobody dares to make a sound 
It's all well and good 
So long as Madame Registrar keeps her job 
Be conventional, follow the rules 
Whatever you do, just try not to be odd 
They're very busy 
Continuously separating the wheat from the chaff 


If you're not careful 
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84 
Mood stabiliser 


07 11 21 


Confused head space here. 
My eyes, not a single tear. 


Always subject to your leer. 


Rain renews the earth. 
One may estimate its girth. 


Drenches the sponge dirt. 


Currawong sitting in the tree, 
I may be grounded but I can see 
how you fly... 

Can I try? 


A bird is really all I want to be. 


Fantastic colours, 
and glittering flourishes, 
make swirling patterns. 
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Smugly, they declare: 
“Fake it ‘till you make it” as 


they rake it all in. 


Cursed is the man who lies to himself, 
whether or not he knows he’s in Hell. 
Beware 
his stare. 


Look into his eyes: he has a tell. 


Magpie, magpie, please eat from my wall the wolf spiders, 
as they are venomous, and I lack the courage to kill or transfer them myself, 


but they eat the flies, so what harm are they, whom make an effort to be out of one’s 
way”? 


Yet I remain afraid of that I do not understand. 


Rather than discuss it I’d prefer to hold your hand. 


137 


85 
Oscillating between asceticism 
and hedonism 


08 11 21 


Oscillating between asceticism and hedonism, 
I feel reserved but protected. 
As for my vices it was drugs, music, 


and video games that I elected. 


And when the depression strikes, 
I can't even do that, let alone go outside. 
I shift to the bed, unwilling to rise. 


Else its tearing anxiety, inextricably mine. 


Bored, slow, as ever. 
Inclined more to the nether. 


That is the way forth. 
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86 
Ghosts and other familiar faces 


ia | 


I live with ghosts, all of whom know my name. 
They never use it. 
When I address them, they conceal laughter, 
and, snickering, tell me to go home. 


But as far as I can tell, I already am home: aren't I? 


Real ghosts wear fine linen. 
The poorer ones, polyester. 
Both are proud of their decisions. 
No matter the season. 

And all of their writ, 
of the past, 
timestamped and ticked, 


so as to last. 


An ethereal realm is just like a website cache - 
a copy of what was. 
No mystery. 
No dishonesty. 
No wandering of the gullible mind. 
Just a look at what they left behind. 
No trace of them left. Packed up and left. 


And all those messages, long ago sent. 
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87 
Creepy neighbours 


20 11 21 


My neighbours are creepy. 
Especially when I'm sleepy. 
They already made up their minds. 


About the shadows left behind. 


Rather than ask, 
they'd prefer to judge. 
In this here life. 


In this here smudge. 


I know when my lease expires, 
from my habitat I will retire. 
They already made up their minds. 


About the shadows left behind. 


Desire is what 
I presently require 


Am [a liar? 
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88 
Today The Sky Is Red 


7a sO | 


Today the sky is red 
There are no birds singing 
Everything seems dead 
Today the sky is red 
I should have stayed in bed 


Walking past expensive houses 
Dull atop sterile lawns 
To look up in envy, 


So as to fawn? 


No. Down in bitterness, 


To do is what one ought. 


Olive trees and stone bird baths 
Are not complemented 
By whitewashed walls, 
Retard-proof trampolines 


And oft-cut grass 


All the same they live 
In comfort and luxury 


With all of their children 
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There you go now 
Purposeful and brisk 
In your inestimable shroud 


There is no risk 


Launching into a tirade yet again 
Never play the devil's advocate 
You'd have us all lean in and 


bow to your hems 


Your eyes behold the world 
Of that you have no doubt 
You suffered in your youth 


Embittered, you waltz about 


Hurting all you deign to see 
As if you'd never heard of empathy 
Yet you'd never hurt a bumblebee 


Deem me your enemy 


What's the need 
For all this panic 
I'm here like a snake 


In what do I partake 


I have none of grace 
I feel out of place 


Perpetually disgraced 
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Forever misplaced 


I'm in a rat race 


None realise the disgrace 


Always on alert 
For the imminent threat 
Which is but 


a disgruntled man 


What the fuck 
I'm actually insane 
It's all in my head 


It's all become mundane 


Fiercely pumps my heart 
The provider of my health 
How long for 


What appropriate metaphor 


This is a quiet carriage 
The next stop is Towarodgi 
Fuck my life 
If it at all belonged to me 


I just want to skate 
Sick with this hate 
Disgraced and forbade 
How long with this hate. 
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89 
Dumb poem 


04 12 21 


"Monsters exist, but they are far too few in number to be truly dangerous; the most 
dangerous monsters are ordinary men and women ready to believe and obey without 
asking questions" 


Primo Levi, The Truce 


If I can not engage you, I can not participate in any community. 
If I resent you, I do not desire to appease you. 
Stripped of community and motive, I live only to impress myself. 
In doing so, I live a meaningless existence. 

In such a state 
I can not help but hate 
And feel utterly disgraced 
Despite the folly 
of the rat race 
And in place 
Of such disgrace 
I delude myself. 

I'm solipsistic. I dissociate. 
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All this, just to escape 
the hate and disgrace. 
Hate 
and disgrace. 


Oh, how I can wait. 


"The mass crushes out the insight and reflection that are still possible within the 
individual. Rational argument can be conducted with some prospect of success only 
so long as the emotionality of a given situation does not exceed a certain critical 
degree. If the affective temperature rises above this level, the possibility of reason's 
having any effect ceases and its place is taken by slogans and chimerical wish- 
fantasies. That is to say, a sort of collective possession results which rapidly develops 
into a psychic epidemic" 


Carl Jung 
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90 
My body is a monument to my 
own degeneracy 


ina Oe | 


Two irrelevant quotes flanking a cheap poem, so, the usual. 


“Generally if I engage in conflict, the reason I engage in it is because I think the 
alternative is worse.” 


J. Peterson 


All this 
And the only thing you can muster is 
“It’s good.” 
All this 
Do I even deserve that much, however cheap? 
Are you not blameless in your benevolence? 
Do I not do the same? 
All this 


Yet I take issue. 


, 


“One is punished most for one 8 virtues.’ 


Nietzsche 
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9] 
Religion 


1712-21 


religious 
adjective 


Having or showing belief in and reverence for God or a deity. 
Of, concerned with, or teaching religion. 


Extremely scrupulous or conscientious. 


, 


“Religion causes nice people to do unkind things.’ 


Christopher Hitchens 


It is the season. 
Don’t you see? 
There was a reason. 


Don’t you know? 


All that is ugly 


is not hidden under snow. 


The stars were misdesigned. 
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That’s if you use your mind. 
If you'd be so kind, 


I might just unwind. 


That is a fear of mine. 
We’re running out of time. 


We’re running out of time. 


And if that misdesigned 
ever comes online, 
that would be so kind. 


We’re running out of time. 


“When it comes up from the unconscious, it doesn t come out as neat little sentences. 
It comes out much more as feelings.” 


John Cleese 


“One of the most painful things about our time is that those who feel certainty are 
stupid and those with any imagination and understanding are filled with doubt and 
indecision. ”’ 


Bertrand Russell 
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92 
Rays Of The Sun 


18 12 21 


“[...] the object of Art is not simple truth but complex beauty. [...] Art itself is really a 
form of exaggeration; and selection, which is the very spirit of art, is nothing more 
than an intensified mode of overemphasis.”’ 


Oscar Wilde 


By degrees they itch 
toward us. Rays of the sun. 


This may bother some. 


The back of the neck 
of a magpie is grey when 


the magpie is young. 


Even Achilles 
had a heel. Use it well. 


False virtue brings Hell. 


Queen named Dracula. 


Sits on her sanguine throne. 


149 


Never quite alone. 


Flesh tastes like a mesh 
of hypocrisy and greed. 


You are what you eat. 


And now where we are 
Is not really even far 


From where we began. 


You abandoned me. 
See, I am disappointed. 


That is why I ran. 
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93 
Sobriety 


22. A220 
Don't read it if it offends you. Simple concept, wouldn't you say? 


“T’m going to stay intoxicated just to spite those whom congratulate others for the 
ostensible merit of “staying sober.”’” 


- arelatively reasonable rascal. 


Let’s be honest for a second (do you have that much time to spare?) 
It wasn’t really the alcohol, now, was it? 
Come now, do compose yourself. 
One has one’s own responsibility to mind. Do you mind? 
Sorry to say, mate, but all the standing accolades and pats on the back amount to - 
precisely nothing. 
If anything, allow yourself the opportunity to analyse your shortcomings. 
Dostoyevsky did it. You can to! 

Vanity comes to mind, for example. A longing for admiration and validation. 
Besides, your peers wouldn’t dare undermine unanimously accepted rhetorical 
nonsense. 

They are sheep. 

They have not the insight, and nor do you. 

You do have your instinct, however. A gut ripe to trust. 


You can trust yourself, you know? 
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You’re an independent human being; an autonomous individual. 
At least that’s what I think. 
I’m not sure whether you’ve already surrendered your very humanity to the powers 
that be. 
Nor do I necessarily care. 
But, at the very least, surely you owe yourself the truth... 
No, it wasn’t the alcohol, nor was it the drugs. 
It was you, re-framed and re-expressed. 
Did I leave you behind? Do you ever so mind? 
Something comes to mind. Something I despise. 
You could have talked to me. 
You could have tried talking some time. 
“Oh no, I couldn’t touch the stuff!” 
No, you could. You’re hiding something. Something you’d rather not speak of. “20 
years sober” - 
more like 20 years dis-empowering yourself and surrendering meekly to the powers 
that be. 
Face it. You’re a fucking coward, afraid to stand up for your own ideas. 
I respect my abusive, alcoholic father more than you. 
Why? He’s honest. You’re not. Plain and simple. 


Now, allow me to prod at your cute little dimples. 
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94 
Fed red wine in time to dine 


22.19.91 


‘What is it about the nature of man that drives him so far whence he came: love?’ 


Michael’s thoughts were trailing off again, no matter how hard he tried to stay alert to 
the uninspired ideas of his painfully dull companions. He was a participant at a 


particularly tedious occasion: a family ceremony. 


‘People go to great lengths to keep from looking ridiculous, whereas they ought 


merely to express themselves with sincerity and not pretence. 


This is precisely where the child has the adult beat, and the adult knows it, and is 


jealous, but must forgive innocence.’ 
““’,.you’re watching channel 7 news. More after this short break.” 


The words penetrated Michael’s mind, jarring the harmony of his thoughts. A swift 
sidelong glance saw the photogenic news anchor smiling stupidly at the camera. 
Michael looked back down at his plate, careful not to invite eye contact, let alone 
discussion. Vapid babble clumsily clashed amidst the cutlery, glass, and TV 
advertisements. Nothing remarkable was bound to occur, and excitement was absent. 


He clandestinely chugged a glass of red wine. 
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Of course Michael dissociated and his internal dialogue resumed. 

‘I resent labels because why emphasise a single attribute that is only one of many that 
compose a personality? Out of spite, to diminish and dehumanise someone who may 
have offended you? Likely. 

Atheist, theist, left wing, right wing, incel, Chad, Stacey, Karen, whatever... there’s a 
spectrum, is there not? But sometimes labels are useful in communication. 


Hmmmmmmm...’ 


After a quick survey of his surroundings, having presently determined nothing had 


changed, Michael dug back into his mind. 


Another glass of red wine. He played devil’s advocate against himself, as would a 


schizophrenic (another label he would hate). 


‘It’s as simpleminded as attempting to categorise everything into the black and white 


shades of “good” or “bad”, rather than appreciate the nuances of grey.’ 

But as quickly as the topic presented, a digression was made. 

‘The more professional someone is, the more clinical and sinister they are.’ 

A long amount of time elapsed. Michael woke up in front of his computer, a Russell 
Brand video playing. With a look of disgust he circumnavigated the bitter corners of 


his lips with his tip of his tongue. Russell was saying, 


“Isn’t your business artificially held up by the requirement of poverty?” 
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Michael nodded. He paused the video, and opened up a word pad. Inspired by 


nothing in particular, perhaps only boredom, he began writing an essay as follows, 


Depression is a concealable broken leg 


Being depressed and withdrawn my whole life I consistently feel dehumanised in the 
way described here. That feeling when you have a bad haircut, and nobody cares 
even to take the piss, is the loneliest feeling in the world. The problem is, even right 
now, I feel like I’m eliciting sympathy just by talking about it. So I'd prefer to stay 
cloistered, and to never show the haircut lest I feel that sharp knot in my stomach 
that comes with dehumanisation, preferring to consistently suffer a relatively mild, 
dull feeling of social death, so long as it means I dont have to speak to people, and 
experience the tacit enmity that comes with, for my having dared to be different in 
some minute way, physically or mentally, despite circumstances being out of my 


control. I’m not angry anymore. People are people. Not me. Just waiting to die. 


Michael reluctantly saved the document. “It could have been better,” he snorted. 


Alt-tab, and Russell was on the Telescreen once more. 


‘Kassandra with all of her proof, toiling as much as possible, still never enough to 


disillusion the masses, so entrenched in their prescribed ideologies as they are,’ 


thought Michael. 


END 
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95 
Nothing left to do 


29 12 21 


People pretend to be professional but behind closed doors they’re childish. 
What does this tell you? It tells me professionalism is a farce. 
To what ends? But of course, ends justify means. Even if you’re wrong. 
But you can’t ever know whether you’re wrong. Certainty is derived from stupidity. 
Fundamentally, to be professional is to be stupid... 


To be stupid is to be aside 
yourself, 


ignore gut instinct, 
to intellectualise and despise, 
but never to be wise. 
For no wise man worth his gait 
has certainty in any fate. 
And where there is room for indecision, 
one sees them sneer 
and cast derision, 
paying no heed to the road, 


on their dark and callous mission. 
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Such is the sinister nature 
of incentivised division. 

And when the crow returns to its roost, 
dabbling in blue bits and pieces, 
the professional will tighten his noose. 
One knot for each of his nieces. 
He will wonder when and why 
the sky ever got so high. 

He will wonder then and there 
when he really did die. 

The cock crows cold, 
distance unconsidered. 

The man grows old, 
frail, worn, and withered. 

In his final breath is a revelation: 

“T could have lived?” 
Nothing left to do 


but forget and forgive. 
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96 
Playing with a yo-yo naked on 
New Year's Eve 


31 42-1 


Playing with a yo-yo naked on New Year’s Eve 
is my idea of a good time. 
Don’t worry. 
I'll make it rhyme. 

I can’t promise anything with the syllables, though. 
That kind of just happens. They have their own flow. 
My real life friends abandoned me, or I abandoned them. 
Truth be told, it’s quite unclear in my head. 

We used to sit on a cliff and drink beer. 

We made that a habit for New Year’s. 

Give me a “yikes”. My therapist is scared. 

You know, I always have been prepared. 

Ebb and flow, 
wax in hot glycerol. 


Let it be known, 
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you trod the coals. 

If all your dreams had a fantastic end, 
then there would be nothing left to mend. 
Just cobblestone against tar. 

No reputation left to mar. 

Raise the bar. 

You’re not far. 

Trickster in your mind, 
he's most unkind, 
but thinking makes it so, 
just so you know. 

Fairly taxed like a poker rake, 
and now I know I made a mistake. 
It’s never too late, but it is for me. 

I might not live out the days to see 
how much better it might have been 
if I just swallowed my pride and discarded my needs. 
Who needs them anyway? 
Useless, redundant, plastic thneeds.* 


I’m playing with a yo-yo naked on New Year’s Eve. 


*reference to The Lorax by Dr Seuss 
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III. 2022 
97 
Gaming 


12 01 22 
The defining mark of a charlatan is his tendency to not revisit first principles. 


What’s the point of playing games today? 
And yet I do it anyway. 
I’m not young anymore. I’m twenty-eight. 
When did I ever 


become so accustomed to hate 


...in such a deep-seated way. 
It’s very much too late. 


“Nobody sees my disease,” 
complains The Kooks vocalist. 
I wasn’t meant to put that here, 


but II] let it be. 


When you have no friends, 


time is not on your side. 
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It’s because of what you did. 


They said not to run or hide. 


I said something earlier about a coin toss. 


When dishonesty is tolerated, humanity is lost. 


When life ceases to be a dance, 


meaning starts to depend on chance. 


In the varicose heart of the concrete lung, 
was a man with something on the tip of his tongue. 
He would always regret 
not knowing what it meant. 


Fields of lavender glistening in the sun. 


He could be there, 
if he weren’t a square. 


If only he were shrewd. 


To himself he would say 
words to his allay. 
“The grass would sway, 


and keep me away!” 


161 


The lever-pressing rat is all dressed up. 


He was adorned neatly with a fancy hat. 


But his demeanour betrayed his insecurity. 


Stop, you said. Let him be. 


We watched him pull out of his hat a rabbit, 


and then returned, unaffected, to our habits. 


He was not quite wise, 
and pathetic were his tries, 
But we saw ourselves 


in him - you and I. 


So is was that we lied, 
why we were most unkind, 
we had unsound minds. 


In the end it’s justified. 
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98 
The Sheep Race 


13.01 22 


“Tyranny is the deliberate removal of nuance.” 


Albert Maisels 


I think we’re a lot more like sheep than rats. Rats seem to have a sense of 
independence. 


Besides, "The Rat Race" was already taken. It's a novel by Jay Franklin. Great read. 
Ostensible virtues are flagrantly touted until they cease to be convenient: 
then a grave and curious silence is observed. 


Those solemn figures, so widely regarded, stay in eerie seclusion, 


as a chasm severs the Earth. 


Such repugnant cowards would sooner throw their own friends and family 


off a boat west of Perth. 


One does not expect those whom evermore hold themselves dear 


to be in the possession of competence necessary to combat fear. 
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Despite position and pounds, 


one is mortally bound. 


Fearing only insecurities, 
destined in hate to exacerbate, 
baptised in hurt, dredging dirt, 

the wrong path is sooner sought, 
for what it’s worth, 
invariably cursed - 


much like you and I. 


To test one’s worth 
one must act in turn. 


Don’t bother looking to the sky. 


Perhaps spite was my motivation, 
but no longer is this the case. 
I may even somewhat recover, 


despite unlikelihood and malaise. 


Disillusionment is contagious - 
come and have a taste. 
It won’t matter less or more 


than it did before the race. 
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99 
Why write anything at all” 


17 01 22 


You say you love me 
And you’re thinkin’ of me 
But you know you could be wrong 


Bob Dylan, Most Likely You Go Your Way (and I’1l Go Mine) 


Why write anything at all? 

If words wash away, 
impermanence must be observed. 
If actions do not yield, 
one’s course follows ego. 


Is never one the wiser? 


“Ridiculous!” you say. “What of inspiration and legacy?” 


You’re wrong. Come, let us see. 


Those not yet unearthed... 
they will make sense of the Earth, 
navigate the twists and turns, 
all in their own terms. 
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The Library of Alexandria having been burnt 


will have no bearing on lessons learnt. 


It is arrogant to expect of an empty vessel 


a potential lesser to what might be earnt. 


Besides, I have more faith in others 
than I ever would have in myself. 
The way they think about me, 


I may as well be in Hell. 


I was once called “The Devil.” 


Is that the right treble? 


(I know that didn’t rhyme. 


Go fuck yourself.) 


((lol)) 


They must be right - 
but is this spite? 
...on my part, of course. 


I’m the one who’s coarse. 
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Vocabulary means nothing 
to the mind of a macadamia nut. 
Celibacy has no virtue 


to those who live in huts. 


Uncivilised as you see such people, 


consider your own precarious steeple. 


They know the Earth - 
for what it’s worth. 
More than you’ll ever know. 


More than you’ll ever show. 


Jarring sounds contribute to flow. 
That is of course if you let them. 
I just thought you wanted to know. 


That is of course if you let me. 


In our folly we decide 
what it means to be wise. 
With our reason we confide, 


“it’s necessary to be unkind.” 


They’ ll do fine on their own, 
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even after being disowned. 


Stick to your sanguine throne, 
throwing crumbs at the drones. 
Your fate is evermore near - 


be graceful about it, dear. 


The way it’s all designed, 
the greatest genius of mankind 
is NO More wise 
than a child of five. 


That is of course if you use your mind. 
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100 
Lavender 


02 02 22 


Lavender fields glistening gold 
and swaying gently in the breeze. 
Greens, purples, life and its aromas, 


chirping birds and buzzing bees. 


There are no enemies here 
nor childish fears, 
just a cycle of life 

no strife in sight. 


The divine source is near. 


In a shrug there is a sigh 
and in the end we must die 
but it's OK to cry, 


one need not ask why. 


Lavender fields glistening gold 
and swaying gently in the breeze. 
Despite its beauty all we ask 1s: 


to confine to a vase or to beads? 


169 


101 
You can't see me 


10.03 22 


You can’t see me trying. 
There’s no point in lying. 
Cannabis growing from the cracks 


of a sheer cliff face. 


I never knew you. 
Nor will I ever. 
Nor does it matter. 


Life is not some race. 


Perhaps if you were tame. 
Perhaps if you weren’t so lame. 
You knew it was true. 


Just as I knew you. 


You know I’m right. 
You avoid the fright. 
In humility there is grace. 


Majesty takes pace 


Easy for you to judge. 
Easy for you to gossip. 


170 


Because you fear responsibility. 
You fear the burden of yourself. 
You avoid life and patiently await death. 

You masquerade deep nihilism as optimism 
and drag soul fragments from your surroundings--- 
You ruthlessly yet inadvertently and passively 
devour all whom enter your vicinity. 

No word, not ‘banshee’ nor ‘harpy’ nor ‘siren’ nor ‘shrill’, 
would be sufficient to demonstrate 
your deeply profound, grotesque, neurotic apathy, 
jealousy, envy, bitterness, HATRED... 
of life itself. 


...erroneously perceiving that life failed you long before 


and all but giving up on yourself just like that. 


You divided your soul like Voldemort, 
just to stay alive 
with a slither of humanity left undisturbed, 
...and in your core 
a tiny light shines, only just, 
but shines it does. 


And it’s sad to see it flicker so weakly. 


Fuck you. 
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102 
Spin Your Web 


20 03 22 


I deserve to keep living because to live is to suffer. I deserve to suffer right until the 
very end. 


Sing him a song 
Just don't get it wrong 
Spin your web 


Control the ebb 


He's under your thumb 
So cute and dumb 
Locked in your pocket 


Your little cock-rocket 


But a moment of spite 
And all affection ignites 
I know the lies you tell 


You tell them well 


Of course you mean all the best... 
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Of course you're ready for a test... 


Calling out your deception is like... 


telling a spider she built her own web wrong... 


...get prepared to suffer... 


...that it ought to be built this or that way---she herself knows this and more! 


She is entrapped by her own lies---and to her you're just a fly to despise. 


In the end you'll be struggling in the web itself, 
like an ordinary bug, 
because it's true you never were anything special 
and this is hard to admit, 
and now you're caught by the very netting that spited you, 
that you complained of in a moment of trivial grievance, 
and are now being punished for the act, 
but now you're just a bee 


incapable of getting free. 


Just because the spider was slightly hungry and bored... 


and, for now, you're just an afterthought. 
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103 
I'm a coward 


27 03 22 


I see a place, far far away 
where the heather grows free 


and angels play. 


Falling from the sky 
entangled in lies 
to my demise--- 


I flew only with wings clipped. 


I’m a coward. 
I don’t deserve to complain. 
I’m a coward. 


I should stay silent in pain. 


I’m a weird, two-faced coward 
who hurts innocent people 
and I deserve to suffer 


but not to complain. 
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I’m a sad bitter loser 
and I deserve all of this pain, 
alleviated occasionally 


by the sound of rain. 


Life is a cruel tally against me, 


yet I deserve not to complain. 


Life is memories of illuminated alleys 


and the pitter-patter of rain. 


Not that it at all matters. 
Really, it’s all the same. 
I will repeat this mantra 


over and over again. 
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104 
Impersonally personal 


02 04 22 


Disclaimer: No, I’m not suicidal, but feel free to encourage me to be. I’m used to it. 
To be clear I have no intention of harming myself or others. 


Thad a good friend once. When I showed him my writing, his most common 
complaint was that I use the word “I” too much.. because it’s all about me. Well, he 
was right. It’s always good to have memories to reflect on. 


"Profit is the invisible ideaology that dominates all." 
Less] 
"Glamour is the simulation of meaning." 


Russell Brand 


“There is a loneliness in this world so great 
that you can see it in the slow movement of 
the hands of a clock." 


Charles Bukowski 


"For that man be delivered from revenge, that is for me the bridge to the highest 
hope, and a rainbow after long storms." 
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Friedrich Nietzsche 


“Happiness is when what you think, what you say, and what you do are in harmony.” 


Mahatma Gandhi 


I just keep thinking 
of life when I was twelve, 
when time stopped 


and never started again. 


Pearls covered in rime, 
long lost to time. 


You see me. 


Make me speak my mind, 
drag your dagger behind, 
and when my flow is jarring 


you strike your par, win. 


There's a message somewhere. 
You'll find it quite fair. 
Don't be alarmed. 


They're just broken arms. 
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My wings broke. 
I fell from the heavens 
seventeen times 


thinking of seventy-seven. 


If forty-two answered the rest, 
a certain number would pass the test, 
69 would be funny again, 
420 too — rememb? 


er... 


My writing is terrible and I hate myself. (Untruth? False modesty to make others feel 


bad? whatever it is, must be subconscious.) 


I welcome death and feel obliged to continue living a life so mundane and tarnished. 


I feel irredeemable and guilty to the core for having others suffer the unbearable 


dragging tedium of my presence. 


I am a buzz kill. I manifest my own sad destiny. I don't care whether you believe me - 


this is simply catharsis. 


Although there are times when I am happy, I feel at this current time (and it is worth 
noting I must be experiencing a depressive episode which is common for me) that I 


am for the most part deeply useless, embittered, hollow, unpleasant, irritable, and 
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certainly I should like to end that whole affair before I may take leave of my faculties 
in old age or misfortune, when I may suffer tenfold and become Dostoyevsky's man 
with the toothache and also make others suffer tenfold, just by being who I am 
(affected as that person is) even more so when I knew with certainty and intuitively 
from before the age of twelve that I was destined to live a dreary, frustrated, and 
fundamentally unhappy life by virtue of my mental health condition caused by 
childhood trauma from the current state of the world winding its way up my neck 
from the first thanks to poor teachers and an abusive family (my father’s side, of 
course, because in comparison my mother’s side are saints, or at least she is (for 
putting up with me)). So I guess it’s just that society in general perceives me as 
avoidable and dispensable. I’m not complaining, just stating what I believe to be the 


facts for my own sanity. 


...and most of that trauma is deep-rooted, repressed, and for the most part 
inaccessible to me but nonetheless affects my life and those of the people that 


surround me in incredibly horrible and taxing ways... go me. 


So, yes, this case is likely due to depression and anxiety disorders and whatever 
assignment you’d make. But there is something outside of all that, something human, 


that if you don’t get, well then you just don’t get it. 


Although I have improved and so says my therapist as of now, I still feel I am 
extremely neurotic, avoidable, taxing, marked to an irredeemable degree... an ant 


covered in formaldehyde destined for the graveyard. 


I've made a rational decision to not end my life for the foreseeable future because I 
know clear as day what I want, to be content, to make my relationships with those 
closest to me work despite being perpetually draining and causing constant emotional 


and physical turmoil and upheaval experienced by all parties whom must care for me, 
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whose care I require, must bear my brunt, in the positions they unfortunately find 


themselves in, and for the most part (if not completely) I believe I am to blame. 


These are my true feelings. Not false modesty. Not an SOS beep or white waving 


flag. Just some thoughts. 


I would like to emphasise that although I was suicidal for a very long time, I have no 
desire to harm myself and others. My death affecting others - this is a reality I 
hitherto overlooked out of convenience because I wanted to romanticise my own 
suffering and fetishise my own pathologies. In doing so I caused tremendous hurt to 


many people in my life. However, there’s an inkling of truth in there somewhere. 
I think I’m different now. I’ve been fortunate. I don’t even take myself seriously. I 
never took anything at all seriously. If anything I just want to state these facts I’ve 


made of life with a brain maddened by resolute dismay. 


I get it - my writing is verbose. I just don’t care enough to change it. 


END 
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105 
Aquamarine Turpentine 


11 04 22 
Confidence is the rate-limiting step of every conceivable act... 


In my state of fight or flight 
I always fight the urge to fly. 
All she does is sigh 


and bicker. 


She blocked the hole in which I hide, 
mocked my attempts to try, 
told me I was despised, 


grew sicker. 


Now I understand why 
it's necessary to lie. 
I'm here now forever. 


In the thickets. 


I'm sorry I ever did 


anything but write. 
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Please, take my forever. 


You need it. 


Turpentine, marmalade, 
lavender fields glisten 
not like gold 
more like nether. 


Just listen. 


I know it's rude to stare. 
I only just became aware. 
Don't wake the squares. 


Can you forgive me? 


In the cosmic sea 
I could live a million lives 
and my heart would always break. 


Yes, it's about trust. 


Trot through the damp forest 
loudly in case of snakes. 
If you don't get my message now... 


I'm afraid it's just too late. 
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106 
Fleeting song 


13.04 22 


I have not the right posture. 
You found me wrong. 
What is love 


if not a fleeting song? 


You couldn't hear it - the sound. 
There was music all around. 
You confined us here, 
tinnitus ringing in your ears... 


it really was quite loud. 


You weren't quite sure why. 
But now you're starting to cry. 
"T'll die!" you decide. 


"Oh why, oh why, oh why?" 


What you lost in the night 


will return to your sight 
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and life is fair if you're aware. 


Whatever gives you a fright 
is only a slight 


and callous without care. 


I thought I was right. 
I never wanted to fight. 


Let me wallow in despair. 
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107 
The girl laminated in the pane of 
glass 


23 04 22 


Fuck my life... 


OBLIGATORY DISCLAIMER THAT I AM NOT SUICIDAL 


The girl laminated in the pane of glass. 
She's delicate material, fibreglass. 

You got too attached to the transparent screen. 
You got so close, you could hear her screams. 
You melted into the pane like steam. 

If only you knew it was only a dream. 
You know she's not real. 

She was mean. 

You know you must heal. 

You were mean. 

The computer and the phone... 


...stole her from you long ago. 
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And that's just how things go 
when you reap what you sow. 
Staring blankly, defeated, into that screen, 
the light reflects off it in beams, 
and you reflect on how not everything is as seems, 
and how life is but a dream... 
In recollection your heart churns 
for what moments ago you sincerely yearned... 
the girl trapped beneath the pane of glass, 
if you get too close, you'll be sucked in fast. 
Her once glittering eyes 
now a farce 
those beautiful, shining 
jewels of my soul 
that once sparkled with glimmer and glow 
are now opaque, 
will now forsake, 
..and my heart looks for an answer, 
just now I'm awake. 
I won't face it anymore. 
It's all too fake. 


If my stomach holds out 
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I might just make 
it to Christmas. 

I might make our date. 
In my dreams you will fly 
free as a bird in the sky 
matters not does it 
who did it or why, 
your offence or my hurt. 
You were everything to me, 


and now I must let it be. 
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108 
This is all fake 


29 04 22 


Throwing pearls before swine is one of my favourite activities. How amusing. 


This is all fake. 
All of it. 
And I'm living a lie. 
How, oh how I wish, 

I WISH I could just die, 
Perhaps somewhere where demons fry, 
Perhaps upon verdant fields with cloudy skies, 
Doubtless, I will not ever even try--- 
Entrenched as I am in my demise. 
Doubtless, of course, that is why... 
Everyone leaves in the end; just say hi. 
If the brook mirrors the shining sea 
and winter parries adversity, 
where should I have ever been, 
where should I ever be? 


Life is unrelenting, growing free. 
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Seasons return to where I see 
The nature of anniversary. 
Far and wide though I might see, 
Might I escape jealousy, 
envy; might I see the shining tree? 
..at the end of the road, 
past this here abode, 
just past these trees, 
where the air can breath, 
where the wind calms down, 
where there is no sound, 
when the time is right, 
when there is no fright, 
why I see no plight 
why I embrace night. 

The cavalry arrived, 
but lost to time. 

The bidding of the hive, 
pardon the rhyme. 
Zoroaster chose six--- 


Persepolis raized nine. 
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109 
Viscous void of vitreous vitriol 


04 05 22 


The viscous void of vitreous vitriole. 
Some might say that it was only just a hole. 
In the ground. 

To be found. 

By the blind surveyor, 
who in his array errs, 


must not be famous. 


But it always rains first. 
Seems not to douse worse. 
Only in loud hurt, 


Exclamations of paid curt. 


Take off your jacket. 
You are no Jim Hacker. 
Though the strings may be pulled, 
Already you're strung up by wool. 


It goes into your eyes and makes you cry. 
It came from a time when you weren't alive. 
Cotton mouth without a doubt. 


You'd like to speak, officer---what about? 
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110 
New Day 


04 05 22 


“T smile when you suggest that I delay “to publish” - that being foreign to my 
thought, as Firmament to Fin. 


If fame belonged to me, I could not escape her — if she did not, the longest day would 
pass me on the chase — and the approbation of my Dog, would forsake me — then. My 
Barefoot-Rank is better. 

You think my gait “spasmodic.” I am in danger, Sir. 

You think me “uncontrolled.” I have no Tribunal... 


The Sailor cannot see the North, but knows the Needle can.’ 


Emily Dickinson 


You "don't care for money" 
Yet you have your price. 
The best of both worlds — 


Wouldn't it be nice? 


A tarnish to varnish 
Is natural in the end. 


Somewhere in the darkness... 
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...A demon does lurk. 
Lavender and cannabis. 


This time he won’t smirk. 


A means to an end - 
Segregation, division, 


Are we not to mend? 


Confusion is rife, 
Polarisation and strife, 
Please keep faith, keep faith 


in life. 


I know I could do better 
Might it not be so. 
Somewhere in the darkness, I 


Will find a warm glow. 


Expect a drop in tune. 

If you catch my drift, please do. 
Listen to the moon. 
Meanwhile, might it be soon. 
Nowhere in barley, 


Might ergot fungus grow through. 
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Hurray for the hive. 

In fortune I survive. 

I can fly to the moon 

And still be in tune, 
But when the night arrives 


Naught might survive. 


Repercussions... 
Are trivial no matter their severity. 
If one's cause is truly just; 


One must do what one must. 


To gild refined gold, to paint the lily, 
To throw a perfume on the violet, 
To smooth the ice, or add another hue 
Unto the rainbow, or with taper-light 
To seek the beauteous eye of heaven to garnish, 


Is wasteful and ridiculous excess. 


William Shakespeare 


King John, Act 4, Scene 2. 
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111 
Snakes in the mix 


08 05 22 


YUCK! 


Ahead of my time 
and I can rhyme. 
Tell me a time--- 

you decide. 


True beauty lies 
not in the flower; 
but in the ripe 
of fruit. 


The only time 
I happen to be right 
is when there's static; 
listless yet erratic. 


I was just thinking of 
those snakes in the mix--- 
I shook 'em off, 
halfway to Dix. 


This dawn will turn dusk, 
will seep but not leak--- 


feel the twilight musk. 


Not that you ought, 
but you must. 


194 


112 
The antidote to loneliness 


10.05 22 


Fuck sake man... 


I hope you (the reader) are amused by my life, because I am certainly not... 


Not to impress... 
but 

I must confess... 
The antidote to 

loneliness--- 
Long-lost 
and forgotten mess, 
Crease in 

a discarded dress, 
Deft dodge... 

a smooth egress. 
Countryside 
picturesque, 
Melancholy 

dispossessed. 
Makes one 
nothing less, 


Nor by shame, 
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is one stressed. 

Self-effaced--- 

for good effect. 
Ultraviolet light--- 

LSD — fluoresce! 
Careless trepidation--- 
Passed the test! 

I must digress, but don’t distress, 
I must express, but with finesse, 
The angel I assessed, depressed, 

Was to caress, but with time compressed, 
Came to address what was in fact in excess--- 
Pre-eminently outguessed; no need to obsess. 

No success to redress, unless I profess, 
To suppress, transgress, regress, oppress... 
You may now undress my shirt-dress 
but leave firmly attached my headdress. 
...and the wardress beneath. 

You may now my body possess, 

But know nothing of my progress. 


...the neuroses run deep. 
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113 
There's always a place to hide 


11.05 22 


I want now to visit the land of the dying. 
Damn reason---and damn me for trying. 
You can be repugnant at my state; 
You have NO IDEA what's at stake. 
If you were alone, 

You'd change your tone. 


Don't fold before the rake. 


Serpents line the grooves, 
The crevasses and the grass; 
If it weren't for their leering 


I wouldn't be so crass. 


Don't you get... 

a simple epithet? 
Don't you know... 

What it is to row 
Perpendicular Styx 

Silent all but for 


the oars' patient swish. 


I'm fine with red wine; 
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Sometimes vodka makes me sick. 
I literally make this up as I go along. 


Don't be surprised if I ain't so slick. 


I consumed a commanding dose of cannabis--- 
Respect at least that if nothing less. 
I am the man with the raging toothache--- 


Wait with me to see how much pain I can take. 


Only a few people really care--- 
It's just for them I stay aware. 
It's nothing to me. 
Patient as can be. 

I'll out-wait the pain 


And I'll let it rain. 


I'll endure the tide, 
I'll rise and fall alongside, 
Taking solace in the line: 


"There's always a place to hide." 
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114 
Love 


12 05 22 


Hi there. 


Bye now. 
“Love is watching someone die.”’ — Death Cab for Cutie, Sarah Said 


How to explain. 
Where to start. 
Whence comes the pain- 


Soul, like art. 
The meek inherit humility, 
The stunned are called brave, 
No more out than in 


In this here, my cave. 


Nothing to boast of, 
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Cliches beat me to it, 
So I just rhyme words 


I’m the first to boo it. 


My tongue is long 
But it’s all tied up. 
Took away my song. 


I know I fucked up. 


She lied to my face 
For two years. 
My attention was a race 


For two years. 


Left with no power. 
For some time. 
I don’t know how long... 
Might I unwind? 


You can’t bear to look: 
I think you unkind. 
I’m really trying my best 
And yet you despise 
All that I’m worth 
...Just get in line. 
Nobody’s safe--- 


We just don’t have time... 


...For bitterly held grudge, 
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For petty dispute--- 
Grow some roots 


Like a salad shoot! 


Be the man you told me to be. 
Or be a woman; whatever you please. 
I really don’t mind, I don’t mind, you see. 


If I did mind I would be with the sea, 


Embracing the tide 
where forever I would hide, 
Returning my essence 
to the original lesser. 
Embracing the depth, 


Meditating on “what’s next". 


Plummeting, calm, kilometres below, 
The ocean above stirs an angry row, 
Where the tides clash and the winds blow, 
Where the rip will surely control the flow 
To the destination you may one day see 


To the other side, that forgotten melody, 


Where the heart is calm to be. 
When there's peace and harmony. 
No tragic life, 

No forgotten strife, 


You ripped a hole inside of me. 
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“What now?” I ask. 
“Never again,” I recommend 
To myself---who else? 


To me---don’t you see? 


If that is all a soul might muster, 
My life is already rusted- 
Over and brittle, 

Not galvanised by nickel, 

In the end is fickle, 


Insignificant trickle. 


Glamour is the end of meaning; 


Fortune is the start of reading. 


Time found is ripe, 
If it weren't for tripe. 
A sad pity. Wholly- 
A solemn melancholy. 
Capture the moment, 
Discard the hoe, man. 
Seek your plant bend. 
Find your night end. 


... hint: song by the Cranberries called 'Liar'. 


Thanks for reading. 
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115 
The Catch-22 of 2022 


15 05 22 


"Mortality is fatal 

Gentility is fine, 

Rascality, heroic, 

Insolvency, sublime!" 
Emily Dickinson 
"Bad things happen when people, blind, put their faith in the system." - me 
"Discarded, discredited, a useless appendage, ..." - me 
"It's necessary to get behind someone before you stab them in the back." 
Sir Humphrey from Yes, Minister! 
Man is tested every day. 

His principles---to use or display, 


The remainder, we leave--- 


Yes, Androids do Dream. 
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Realise the folly in why 
Your monkey does not fly. 
Somewhere beneath 
The fish do teem. 
You forgot why 
It's important to try. 


That is why, 
And one can't deny, 
One is laid aside, 


Fake and despised, 


Alone and without tone, 
Death for now repressed, 
Old dog got his bone, 
And they say I'm depressed? 


I don't know how to write, 
I must confess, 
Lousy and out of spite, 


A spluttered mess. 


My teachers failed every test I gave them... 
They didn't get a single question right. 
So I flunked all their tests in turn, 
And went on to find The Light. 


Teachers are preachers 


Of a doctrine wholly unfound; 
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Preachers are leaches, 


Sir Humphrey would call them "unsound"! 


To get one's point across 
One must fly high in the sky 
The Bering strait--- 
Slice of agate. 


A twilight star and none to par. 


Command the respect you think you deserve, 


And get back what you ought in turn. 


Do not focus on the reward; 

Just do the right fucking thing! 
You will fret, but you must not submit... 
Hope may flutter down adrift a wing. 
Of a beautiful creature doth sing, 
Fluttering wings, 


The creature doth sing. 


Just be patient... 
'Cus we're all just waiting to be found, 
Can't be found 
When you're underground 
Like Kafka's snake, 
Give or take, 
Heads in the land, 

Former disband, 


Just go out. 
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You gotta get found. 


Stop being a bitch 
Especially if you're rich. 
Just enjoy the Earth. 


(For what it is worth.) 


...or I'll throw you off a boat 


West of Perth... 


When the bowels engulf the whole 
of the gastrointestinal tract, 


No, no, you will certainly not be left in tact, 


Have fun on the run too, 
The undesirables will have fun catching you--- 
You were higher up the tract too! 


How could this be? 


...Consider your enemies. 
So now you will start to see. 
Perhaps imminently--- 
A quite salient certainty. 
The night will sink into the sea, 
The day will submerge tangerine, 


The Beatles advised to just let it be. 
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So unkill JFK... 
And disband the CIA. 

It doesn't matter, OK? 
I'm sure you know what I say. 
The peoples' amnesty extends to you, too, 
And all you have to do 
is just simply be you! 
(Forts are not taught 
To blunt the front 
Of the spear tipped from old 
Not with iron, but gold.) 
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116 
Hunting kangaroos 


19 05 22 
Disclaimer: may cause offense; viewer discretion is advised. 


Disclaimer 2: this is actually not about anyone in particular, as I do not hold grudges 


(so far as I'm willing to admit)... 


"I only found a few so far 
Some kookaburras, too. 
Magpies and currawongs, 


It do be what it gotta do. 


But beneath in the grass 
There lay creatures quite crass. 
Nasty, 

Just ask me... 

I'm on the hunt for kangaroos. 


(But I wouldn't mind a kookaburra, too!) 


(Cue for pathetically weak-willed and pathologically oversensitive people to LEAVE, 
because now it gets dark (becomes real and not the dull, garish fantasy to which you 


may be accustomed...)) 


You call it a complex because you're simple. 
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You're on a trajectory... 
The same one taken by your parents. 


And the rest of your simpleton ancestors. 


You learn, teach, admire, resent, discover, invent, consider, question, ... NOTHING 


WHATSOEVER. 


(Because how could you? Can you earnestly claim that a soul resides within YOUR 
flesh, one who does not venture toward expression---even to one's self! And they call 


me insane... YIKES!) 


(Do as you're told, ya little bitch. Take a shot, pussy. DO IT! Just don't shake when 
you aim... (Kendrick - "yeah I'm mad but I ain't stressin') (You know you can't 
possibly move past thoughts clouded by judgement. Who has the clearer conscience? 


Is moral relativity even a consideration in self-defence?) 


... why? Hello! I know! (Sorry for the tangent and shabby grammar (NOT and/or go 
fuck yourself) IT'S FEAR. It's because you are AFRAID to be anything but a feeble 
and meek caricature shrouded in darkness, you tell yourself in mental gymnastics 
something otherwise (but obviously you're wrong)... You're afraid to be anything but 
a say-do-gooder, not only that but afraid to ADMIT IT to anyone else let alone 


yourself. 


Get out of your head? 
You get out of mine! 
Last time I checked... 


You had a dysfunctional mind. 
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I hope this "poem" finds you well! 
Please do go fuck yourself... 
There are plenty of sites 


Off and online, too! 


The best thing I ever decided for myself 
Is to live my life and live it well. 
If ANYONE EVER had ANYTHING important to say (AT ALL), 
I might have taken it seriously... 
If I didn't notice they had a 'tell’. 
Pigs playing poker... 
Snakes and rats as well. 
Weasels, shrew--- 


no doubt vultures too. 
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117 
I've been reduced to a writer 


21 05 22 


I've been reduced to a writer 


There's too much that I just can't explain. 
Maybe I would if I weren't in pain, 
to explain how.. 
I am maimed now.. 


Cannabis and the sound of rain... 


..A dreary reality one might tame, 
A latter date with which we say, 
"Oh, do mind him, he is perturbed--- 


It's because he feels he has not been heard." 


Common sense is on the fence. 
... 'O shepherd of the herd, 
Do come down now, 


You are not a majestic bird. 


I see them now chirping in speech of free, 


Beauty thou dost constitute, 


20 


You are not a bird, 


(So let it be.) 


'O Shepard of the herd, 
You grow tired and unwell, 
You humiliate yourself, 


Lay down and take mute... 


...a melancholic root, 
A truthful rebuke, 
A lousy nook, 

A forgotten book. 


A decent status quo... 


... might thou make it so? 


A wanton evocation 
Yes, Prime Minister is on vacation 
In Hawaii, 
aquamarine species, 
Fish and plants, 


In harmony, see? 


Never mind the idealism and rhetoric, 
You see me flex my metric, 
Romanticism is as close to real life, 


As a hooded man holding a knife. 
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118 
Wine of Sublime 


22 05 22 


"(To law enforcement: please find metadata attached to this article for all my details 
(in case you didn't know how to do your job properly (spying on your own 
citizens)...))" 


- Anonymous 


Just like wine I age with time... 
I only rhyme because I'm sublime. 
Truth be told I'm of soul old; 


I can tell pyrite from gold. 


The flourish is just to nourish, 
What is otherwise a boring muddle, 
Bogged down in that mire, 


It would be folly to huddle. 


Alone in myself, forevermore, 
And no good indication I will change; 


"What's it all for?" 
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More repressed than depressed, 
More spiteful than vain, 
In the recess of egress--- 


Who is really to blame? 


(Certainly not me, 
my ego wanted to know--- 


I can say anything I want! Thinking makes it so!) 
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119 
Dreams of peaches and sweet 
wine 


03 06 22 


I apologise for any apology I ever made (except the apologies I really was apologetic 


for). 


My compass points to 
A differential of time. 
The fourth dimension 


Is an angel of mine. 


She beckons 
From the woods, 
Disguised 
And with a hood, 
An angel in rhyme, 


Composed and sublime. 


Grace measures to me 


Who one ought to be. 
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The cat lives nine times 
Before it finally dies. 
A pink one asks "Why... 


Are you impervious... 
To difference? 
To resistance? 
To the natural order of things? 
To what I dared drag 1n?" 


No, friend of mine... 
orange skins, aroma of pine, 
Dreams of peaches and sweet wine, 
Judge not hither mine, 


Judge first what is thine. 


Lucifer is alright; 
Where else would we get light--- 
Ignite despite air-tight? 


If ever it did rhyme, 
Was not said in life. 
Lend to my sight, 
Do not fright, 

I tire, 


Night! 
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120 
Brick to your head 


03 06 22 


I put fuck-all effort into this so it deserves fuck-all appreciation---correct? (Show me 
ingratiation, I yearn for it so! (nah I got drugs for that sweetie, just enjoy the fucken' 


poem.)) 


Look at me, a little bitch! 


quell your hate, anger and rage 
... Just turn another page... 
if ever they did ask why 
just tell them it's because you died 
flew off a roof 'cus you thought you flied 
you tripped on a rake 
it was a silly mistake 


look at them straight 'cus they don't know you've lied 


217 


got the upper hand, not gonna be edified 


by a lost mourner in white 


haunting the dusk of the night 


moaning of its own plight 


into the void... 


(one I do avoid) 


but what now? 


and that's how 


you grab a cow 


when you're allowed 


(because you're usually not) 


but yet in its spot 


is amoron 


who knows the atomic structure of Boron 


in his wake 
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is a Bonaparte 


(want a part?) 


who knows the dictionary definition of 'retard' 


(with a t) 


so what do you want? 


and make it quick. 


it's cold out--- 


I'm out here holding this brick. 


stop being such a little bitch. 


fuck me. 


fuck... me... 
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121 
Scapegoat 


16 06 22 


I don't care if you love or hate me. (My ego likes to believe) I say exactly what I think 
regardless of the repercussions (but nobody has the balls to ever call me out because 
they themselves are afraid of being criticised, so on these occasions they stick to 


pathetically weak jabs). 


When you're upset 
Write something down. 
It might reset 


Your scapegoat's frown. 


You can't really write, 
Let alone read, 
Yet you put up a fight--- 


Smoke that weed. 


Nothing to be said where 
The eyes, they drift, 
In them: empty stares. 


Communication: a rift. 
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Fleet of bird and stones for feet, 
When in life, death will I meet? 
Hooks and binds, grinded meat, 


The greatest bitterness is in sweet. 


The fundamental discontentment 
Is one's dissatisfication with time. 
My greatest resentment 


Is for you I did rhyme, 


But it hardly matters why I try, 
How many times I lied, despised... 
I ought to have been a killer 


And joined a late friend of mine. 
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122 
So it goes 


16 06 22 


The condition I suffer is that I live. 


Nothing may change unless something gives. 


Abyss on abyss, wall upon wall. 
Might I hope for something more? 
Dreamy romantic, despair and strife. 


All I envisioned will never occur. 


I drudge on aimlessly in this life 
stranded awash the cosmic shore 
as a worn individual 
in steady mental decline 
unless I adopt and obey 
shabby collectivist values. 
Never will I: 

- make amends with past friends 


or those I've wronged 
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deliberately or inadvertently. 


- read as much as I supposed I would. 


- write articulately an interesting novel. 


- meet new and interesting people 


lest grudge and pettiness take their turn in wake. 


- leave my house unperturbed by ignominy 


or general discomfort. 


My saying so consolidates my position 


as time perverts my mind. 


So it goes. 
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123 
Becoming a caricature 


17.06 22 


All you gotta do is tell the truth 
Regardless of feelings thus imbued, 
Despite the breadth of knowledge removed, 
No matter the spite that ego includes, 
Nonetheless one's trial is skewed, 

So do it right, indeed be lewd. 

One's last moment twice renewed, 


A petty squabble and a dull feud. 


Too unbound for discourse 
Is what one says, of course 
To one of no remorse, 


Whom makes no recourse. 


But when the flare was fired 


Whose horse did retire? 
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Silently fanning the flames, 

Stuck inside one's rigid frame, 
Making observations that have been made, 
Pretending one is not thoroughly lame, 
Clinging woefully to pain, 

The next inquisitor of Spain, 


Longing simply for money and fame... 


I despise at that which you aim, 
And in this capacity do I maim, 
Amputate and cane, 

No remorse here, 


A hypocrite just the same. 


At least one admits it, 
Short of a two-bit hick, 
Directed on a slate 


By unsolicited hate, 


For telling the truth, 


For being uncouth, 
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By grammar and pencil, by fire and Hell, 
Never heard the splash in the well, 
Attempt to bind one with the same old spell, 


"As it turns out he was the Devil!" 


Originality failed, 
Skin paled, 
Derailed; 


Inhale. 
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124 
False modesty 


19 06 22 


False modesty - 
The worst damn kind. 
Keep it in mind. 
You may well find, 


perhaps, a mind. 


Keep me in line. 
Until it 1s time 
To stoop and impose, 


Peer down from your nose. 


You got a bit sore 
So you said you were bored 
But simmering in your mind 


Were words most unkind. 


But you can't let them out, 
To do so would be to shout, 
So you toil and bicker, 


Lounge and snicker. 
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On the other side of the rose 
Are corrugated rows 
Of deep velvet flesh 


Blooming afresh. 


Coward pinned to your shirt, 
A badge merited in birth, 
For if you never did learn, 


The rose will never burn. 
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125 
How to irritate people 


22 06 22 


Doctors HATE this one simple trick!!! 
Follow these steps and you'll be resented by everyone in no time! 
1) Think for yourself. 
2) Express your original thoughts. 
3) Defend your original thoughts using logos, pathos, and ethos. 

4) Consider any salient counterarguments, dispel them if you believe them to be 
incorrect, substantiate your original arguments using examples and rhetoric. Reiterate 
your salient arguments. 

5) Gauge the response. 

6) Say literally anything. 

Now you will have pissed off your interlocutor (unless they are a reasonable person). 


Good job and I will see you in the next episode of 'I really just don't care about 
anything anymore so whatever lol. 
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126 
Clutch your pearls 


23 06 22 


You clutch your pearls, 
I'll throw away mine. 
You're organic matter 


Rotting with time. 


My dorsals sprout wings, 
Shimmer with divine light, 
But I am evermore grounded, 


Strictly forbidden from flight. 


Tethered by others' envy, 
Jealousy, the inability to see 
In me there's an angel; 


I'm who I always wanted to be. 


This is how I see myself, 


How you ought to as well, 
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Lest you're in Hell, 


Lucifer's done well. 


Consider you're unwell, 
Unable to tell. 
Consider you lack the experience 


To emulsify gel. 


I've considered it too, 
But this I keep coming to: 
The prism's iridescent spray. 


Have you seen it this way? 


By either clamour or bang 
given disappointment comes pain. 
A corrugated tin roof. 


The sound of rain. 
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127 
Trust 


30. 06 22 


Speak in riddles. Figure it out for yourself. Don't care to explain it. 


No motivation to write. Not publishing “Mental Asylum” any time soon because of 


potential legal repercussions. Thanks to anyone who has read my work. 


Trust in one, 

No matter their virtues, 
Nobility of intent, 
Ostensible character, 
...despite emotion, logic, ethics... 


Inevitably disappoints. 


Just for your information, 
Because I've seen it all now, 
No longer care, 


Just clearly aware 
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Of the tricks the mind plays 


And how from one it gets away. 


Those who've claimed to see a fairy, 
Reprimanded as loose and airy, 
Are yet the voice of reason 
In this grotesque season. 

I recoil so... 

I wish I didn't know 
The Truth. 
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128 
Nah, you ain't getting’ 1t (my 
soul) 


07 07.22 


In hibernation now 
To keep my soul safe 
From those who dominate 


With malevolent aims. 


They tried to take it from me here, 
They tried to take it from me there, 
But they won't take my soul. 


So long as I'm aware. 


If it means I must lay still, 
If it means I must fight tall, 
Then I will grow gills 


And live forevermore. 


If no purpose exists I'll repurpose this. 


The goal of life is to attain flight. 
To eclipse like a black bird in the night, 
To sing in melody unknown to The Fright. 
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That is what I call real life--- 


It's what "The Scream" depicts, alright? 


If my soul can not soar 
Then rest assured it will bore 
Deep into the ground 
Much without a sound 
Hide down there, 


As if you cared, 


Repurpose my mind--- 
What might I find? 
People, they lie. 


I am tired. 


You can keep trying to sting me with bees 
But I'm under the ground and my soul's coming with me. 
If it's the last thing left, 
If it's with my final breath... 


I won't give these rats a chance. 
Smile. Offer them a dance. 
I'm not an idiot named Seth. 


My soul, I will sacrifice in death. 
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129 
List of books 


10.07 22 


Just a list of books I wish to read: 
Definitely not some kind of coded message 
Hidden subliminally in the lines; 


Go ahead, you won't find... 


Aleksandr Solzhenitsyn, The Gulag Archipelago 
H. G. Wells, Mind At The End Of Its Tether 
Arthur Schopenhauer, The World As Will And Representation 
T. S. Elliot, Four Quartets 


Wow, that didn't even rhyme. 
Wow, | think I'm so sublime. 
Wow, do you even have the time? 


PDFs covered in dust and rime... 


A thou' hours played 
On some shitty game. 
Change the CD. 


It's all the same. 
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No relevance left 
With which to affect. 
But I don't regret 


Having no effect. 


I'm just writing shit down 
To distract my precarious frown. 
I don't care about you 


Nor what you aim to do. 


I do me. 
Ye do ye. 
Merry we be. 


At least it seems that way... 


Za) 


130 
I doubt it 


11.07 22 


Got something to say? 
Well, now, look at you! 
Fucking say it then. 
Spit it the fuck out. 
Ya coward. 


Silence tells all. 


'Cus you clearly are unable. 
'Cus you clearly are disabled--- 
Your soul, not body or mind, 


If you think, you will find... 


Don't listen to what anyone says. 
Don't follow my fucking ways. 
See this? My respect for you--- 

I just dropped it in display. 


You're nothing to me. 


Let's keep it that way. 


You'd lead me astray. 
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You'd let me wash away. 


You think you know more. 
You think the same of me. 
I don't know any more 


Than a mangled banana tree. 


So don't fucking pretend 
You're coming round the bend. 
You got stuck halfway down the track 
You'll never fucking make it back. 


Never ask for my help. 
I'll never attend your yelps. 
Had your chance to make it right. 


Forced me into a gruelling fight. 


So stop screaming in pain. 
Be noble. Don't die in vain. 
Suffer with the temporal maim 


And my respect for you I'll reclaim. 


Until then get fucked... 
Wouldn't make a shade of difference to me 
Whether you were hit by a truck. 
It'd just be your luck. 
So kindly get fucked. 
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131 
Jealousy tangerine 


11.07 22 


Real art is not forced. It simply comes out. 


For example, this poem took approximately ten minutes to write and I did not think 


as I wrote. Not to boast but to say: fuck you. 


Destabilise me 'cus you're jealous 


Of nothing. Let's be clear. 
Just the mind and its tethers. 


Ain't nothing else here. 


Ya got it all wrong 
In ya quest for song 
Truth over kindness--- 


The gods knew it all along. 


Misunderstood Simone 


And why she was so alone. 
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Mispronounced the bone, 


The one in ya elbow, drone. 


I said it. Do you get it! 
A man dog-sledding the Arctic ice, 
Chased in haste, 


Where no benevolence will suffice. 


An abalone in enmity, 
A vulture in the sea. 
What kindness is to thee, 


Let it be brought to me. 


I wish to be couth, 
So I may speak truth, 
And despite what you think, 


It will be written here in ink! 


If it were ever unclear, 
You told me so, dear. 
It's in the words you don't use. 


In silence you tie your own noose. 
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132 
My writing 


12 07 22 


Like I always say, I don't care if you like or dislike my writing, or my character, or 
agree or disagree with anything I say, but am only creating art for my own hedonistic 
enjoyment, and you can frankly all go get fucked. I'm glad only if I inspire you. Feel 
free to leave a comment. Don't mistake my honesty for hostility. I'm not a snake in the 
grass. I'm simply just crass. I'm not better than you. I never claimed I am. I'm not. I 
do this for myself for egoistic wealth. Lord knows I can't find recognition elsewhere. 
Not the way I am now. I'm just trying to figure shit out, man. This is free expression. I 
don't mind so much how public it is. If the police and state already know everything 
about me, and continue to spy on their civilians, then why should I care what the 
public knows about me? I am not a coward. I will stand up for my deeply held 
principles, even if that involves breaking Orwell's sixth rule of writing. Perhaps I am 
hubristic in thinking I can neglect the advice of a writer so wise, but the fact remains 
that I stick to my own ways. I think for myself, I'm not under a spell, I don't envy as 
well, I simply try to be well. This is not about who won, this is about fun. If your vibe 


is more negative than mine, "yikes" is all I can say in time. 


My writing is free. It always will be unless after my death bureaucrats outright steal, 
commandeer, gerrymander, and worst of all, charge money for my work, which I have 
continually stated I wish to be freely available. But that won't matter. I'm just grateful 
I've had the opportunity to write (to a significant audience! thank you guys!), and 
never thought I'd make it so far. I feel pride only in the work I have created, things I 
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can look back on and say, "I did that." This thought on my deathbed will bring my 
great comfort. I shall also look forward if I can be so fortunate as to take Aldous 


Huxley's approach to death---requesting a 100ug IM dose of LSD as my final wish. 
Anyway, enjoy the poem. 


My writing has meaning. 
We both know you don't. 
Another cliche--- 


"Thinking makes it so." 


Embroiled in hate, 
Molten dissipate, 
Mind most unclear, 


Just say: ego! Ego! Here! 


Your get out of jail free card--- 
Someone said something to make you mad. 
Justifies your pathetic whimpering, 


A desperate simp with a ring. 


Get over it mate 
This isn't hate 
This is poetry 


Get it in your ears 


Nothing mightn't go. 
Everything is unofficially so. 


There are no rules, no. 
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I thought you ought to know. 


Life may be a game 
But you don't know its rules 
In your man-cave shed 


All you know are tools. 


Take that metal to your own head, 
Get out of this space or end up dead, 
Metaphorically, of course, disgraced and off-course... 
Only time will tell. 


If you are able... 


Maybe it'll be for the best, 
That your pride dies lest, 
You continue to simmer and burn, 
Falsify your life in turn, 
Expound on false philosophies, 
Foster great animosity, 

To those you see as threats, 


Caught, as you are, in the net. 


So get the fuck out of your head. 
Take yourself down several pegs. 
Listen to me now and pass the test 


Or disagree, and I will egress. 


It does not matter the outcome, 


Only that you should come, 
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And learn what might be so, 
And find out what you ought to know. 


Until that day arrives, 
Don't have too much faith in your hive. 
Eventually maples crumple, 


Their amber sap, lumps strewn. 


What makes you think you're better 
Than the cosmos and the heather! 
Why purport to know 
Such a petty to-and-fro! 


Even if you're right, 
No, there won't be a fight, 
I'll simply learn from your plight, 
Your low quality insight, 
To the point almost of fright, 
I pity foul mist in the night. 


To be honest, reader, my biggest fear is to break Voltaire's rule: 


"To learn who rules over you, simply find out who you are not allowed to criticise." 


I know I am good at heart, preserved of soul, decidedly passionate, resolute only 
after arduous deliberation. It matters not what you appreciate, only what you feel. 
The gratification is extra, and there are even gems in the fiberglass; just know I 


appreciate you, my reader. 
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133 
The Colour In Grey 


14 07 22 


See now the colour in shades of grey. 
Following this, go find The Way. 
There slither snakes surround--- 

Snakes listening intently to the sound 

Of the quivering rumbles of Earth, 
The crust, the trees, the birth; 
The currents beneath 


The raging seas. 


Cast down onto the molten flow, 
Can't work your way up if ya didn't know, 
There is only one single hope--- 


A dwarven-made Celtic boat. 


One may travel across lava 
In search of The Father, 


But what one is yet to learn 
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Is in one's own heart He burns. 


Pander to moral philosophy! 
Better than petty vanity... 
Smile for the camera that slaps your ass--- 
Grotesque acts hidden in the grass. 


To be honest one must be crass. 


Power poisons, money mangles, love is nought but luck. 


Legally-sanctioned profiteers stab each other in the back. 


Death is the only valuable gift according to Twain. 
Beauty and fame are curses too, he did proclaim. 
Smoke the grass, don't slither in it... 


Christ! it's not the same! 
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134 
The while to snivel about it 


15_07_22 
A poem a day... ahhhhhhh fuck it. I got nothing. 


I'm making this up as I got along and I'm very high ON WEED BRO SO COOL LOL 
WOW WEED 
fuck off with that shit... (it's called stigmatisation of a health issue and you are a grub, 
mate) 
I'M HIGH. Recognise it. Notice the full stop? You got something to say? 
... Yeah, that's right. 
That's what I thought... bitch. 
Now let me speak. Fuck your cognitive biases. 


Unlike you I got something to say. 


"IT was not born to be forced. I will breathe after my own fashion. Let us see who is 
the strongest. What force has a multitude? They only can force me who obey a higher 
law than I. They force me to become like themselves." 


Henry David-Thoreau, On The Duty Of Civil Disobedience, pg. 19. 


I actually didn't have anything to say. I just wanted to use that quote somewhere. 
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135 
Wisdom thoroughly learned will 
not be forgotten 


15 07 22 


The title "Wisdom thoroughly learned will not be forgotten" is by Pythagoras!!! 
We know lest we forget. 


From time immemorial to whenever its end may be, 
each one of us will neglect our own consciences. 
For the sake of pride, ego, convenience, and greed, 
nothing more (one can be sure), 
we will turn our backs on the ones we love, 
and look back always with poignancy and reminiscence 


but never with courage nor presence of mind. 


From time immemorial to whenever its end may be, 
wisdom will be dismissed as folly and ridiculed, 
and true holiness will be mistaken just the same - 
as useless, as mischievous, as unproductive, inefficient - 
and thrown to the wayside with only mild disappointment, 
minimal examination, little curiosity, but petty reflection, 
with all the other refuse - 


because we are the refuse. 
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That is, of course, when we refuse 
- to participate - 
in a society so deficient in virtue, so confused, 


as to conflate the concept of virtue with virtue itself... 


So pitifully lacking we are in wisdom, 
which is really just distilled knowledge, 
that we are filled like cesspools with dense, heterogeneous, and useless knowledge, 


and we are anxiously ready to fly to their defense with smug cliches. 


We hide the paranoia, normalise the negative behavioural traits, throw red herrings to 
the swine, and take blows to the scapegoats, all to pass the buck, all to save face, all 
for the price of nothing, for the prospect of some significance or value, only made to 


appear positive, in two adjectives insincere and petty. 


With our dogma and jargon cocked, reassured by those similarly indoctrinated, 
whom we rightly trusted, making their inadvertent betrayal bitter, 
reminding ourselves of our own inadvertent betrayals, making them bitter. Thinking 
makes it so. 

Distraction and intoxication. Catharsis and repentance. Rinse and repeat. Nothing is 
good or bad. 

All’s right when the interests of the powerful are met and all else is merely 


coincidence or token. 


We justify our unnatural and eerie lifestyles, from which no fuzzy warmth or 
excitement emanates, as in child play, innocent joy, no, but a freezing gale, as ina 
sterile clinical setting, as if a lucid surgery patient shocked but frozen in sight of 


blood juxtaposed with attenuated and opaque colours, and polished white marble. 
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..every shadow illuminated by fluorescent lights, every present detail continuously 
scrutinised by unseen eyes, those of someone else, whom is by all accounts not to be 


trusted. 


Self-worth is determined by an arbitrarily-assigned authority status, 
the sole inhibitor of our precariously held insecurities. 
Tragically, we fail to grasp nature. 

Our leaders and exemplars are trapped in this muddle alike, 
are no exception to fallibility and limitation, 
but are too proud to admit it, 
and would prefer to bombard us with fear, 
and distract us with ceremony, 
and yet we look to them for example, 
led by the focal points of power, 
accept information as it’s told at face value with gullibility, 
naive as we are, 
we are easily emotionally manipulated, 
and from a young age our own pride is made inalienable from the institutional dogma 


of “education’’. 


From before we have the ability to formulate concrete memories or learn from 
multiplication tables, 
we are taught to conflate our own unique and independent sense of pride with 
otherwise irrelevant identities 
- national, religious, racial, socioeconomic, gender... - 
and this tactic is subsequently used to control us. 
Simple reverse psychology. 


Just like we wanted all along, 
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to be told what to do by people “smarter” and “better” than us 
(wouldn’t you think so?) 
because it was all by design, 
Just another era of the caste system playing out, 
another unremarkable century from which maybe ten good Orwellian books will be 
written of the dystopian conditions, 
to warn future generations of impending doom, only to be treated as conspiracy and 
ignored until it’s very much too late, 
another time of manufactured consent and psychological exploitation en masse, 
and we simply manifested what we were forced to dream, 
and killed or displaced those who had their own dreams, 


to set an example for those who would dare to dream. 


Because if it’s your dream, then it’s not really a dream. 
See, what belongs to you is really the property of the State. 
Even your thoughts themselves. 
Worse still, what was devised by the state is now the property of us all, 
so it appears Androids do Dream. 
Whether it’s of electric sheep remains to be 


determined. 
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136 
A celebration of life 


15 07 22 


This is a celebration of life--- 
I see no strife in sight. 
Cash rules everything around me, 


But I certainly won't 'get the money’. 


No need to flaunt, 
I think it rather gaunt... 
If no wrong action was performed 


How could one get caught? 


Don't play their fucked up games, 
Only do so when you're named. 
Even then, play with them babes, 
Have them wrack their puny brains. 


Only in self-defence take aim. 


I stick to my craft, 
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I make my own raft, 


It does not matter how I drift afar... 


You don't see. 
You don't see me... 


I will arrive at an oasis sand bar. 


From there I'll stand, hold out a hand, 
Wave to you from the shore. 
Nobody will understand 


Why a washed-up failure is so sure. 


To them it doesn't make sense, 
So they immediately dispense... 
My flamboyance galore. 
Without question or offence 


Dismiss me some more. 


Indifferently push me away. 
I look: it's a blank robotic face... 
What did I expect. 
What in the heck? 


And never was I truly asked 
what I really did mean... 
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Block communicative avenues 


Just to get back at me. 


Under the Earth strangle fibrous sinews 
The roots of great big trees, 
Oaks, willows, and yews, 


Moving, overlapping grooves... 


Burrows hiding deep beneath. 
Like caves on the ocean floor. 
Structured in such decided way... 


One must ask what it was all for. 


How can not one be content 


With all man has been lent? 


If hatred is what one prefers to entertain, 
One should know the fool must persist in his ways. 
The spirit bear mauls the flesh 
Of dreary corpses mangled afresh. 
Duller still in the afterlife. 


Suffocated by sinews of forgotten strife. 


Never forget the design of the eye 
The complexity of the butterfly, 
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The prying eye, the discerning spy, 


The matters written to The State by Einstein. 


How everything was said but nothing was done; 
How much pride people have; I don't blame the dumb. 
How Roy's tears fell; 

How my soul swells. 

Let me fall down the well. 


All will be well! 


I couldn't take greater pleasure 
In laying upon the heather, 
In sniffing in the grass, 
(Oh, the breeze, sunshine, birds...) 
I love you all! Lewd and crass! 


(Play gracefully with words...) 


I imagine how it could have been... 
In that memory is sparked a dream... 
A solemn prose of origin morose... 


I wonder what one really knows. 
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137 
The Blossoming of My Ego 


16 07 22 


Three years deep 
Sans meditation and psychs. 
How could I be awake? 


I used to ride bikes. 


Now I stagnate in vain; 
Complain of invisible pain; 
Pretend I am maimed; 


Defeat all my aims. 


It's not my fault, you know? 
It's just the way things go. 
Too bad you feel that way now. 


I'm not waiting around to see how... 


You grant yourself saving concessions, 


Validated by shallow congressions... 
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Collapse in disgrace, 
Drop out of the race, 


All for a petty obsession... 


Stick to what you know. 
The waist - don't aim below. 
There's no shame in losing. 


It was never a game, dear oozling. 
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138 
Echo Chamber 


16 07 22 


I'll stay up here in my tree 
Oh no 
Here comes Gladys Berejinkly 
Now I am dead 


Sad eyes for Fred 


Echo Chamber--- 
Do you hear the hum? 
Like quivering ceramic, 


A deep bass drum. 
Nothing of import 
Inside or out. 


Do you really know 
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What it's all about? 


I sincerely doubt that, 
In saying so keep my hat. 
Fresh is the whiff of a rat 


enjoying ignominious peace. 


They say they do not mind the stench, 
But when I'm not looking they dry retch. 
They say I have nice eyes 


or something else far-fetched... 


Do it now--- 
Scream and shout. 
Tell me what you think you know. 
Indecision, 
Fight or flight, 
Hem the fist and not the bow. 


Divisiveness is a pretty mess, 
Making it well worth, I do confess. 
But in the thunder and the bang 


Is there ever even an aim? 


Did one stop to consider 
That from which one withers? 
The answer I suppose is no. 


Because thinking does make it so. 
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I will make you frown. 
I put sleeping dogs down. 
Don't play coy, clown. 


Don't look TOO down. 


That's what you told me, right? 
"JUST BE HAPPY!"...Want a fight? 
I didn't think so. 


The more you know. 
Look in a damn mirror, cunt. 
Can't say it anymore blunt. 


Get out of death row 


before your head explodes. 


"Before I turn the lights out tell me who the fuck you wanna be." 


Drake 
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139 
Malice 


17.07.22 


Criticism 
Directed at you 
You go to click 
It's nothing but blue 
A blue cracked screen 
Obscuring your view... 
At least I inspired real thought. 
At least I rose above nought. 


Now it's all an afterthought. 
Now it's all an afterthought. 


I did what I wanted, 


I'm doing what I ought. 
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What else is bought? 
What else is bought? 


The nearing Spring sees the rose leaves green 
Verdant in anticipation of a new season seen 
By clouded eyes, an unhappy smile; 

You ask your imaginary friend to stay a while... 
If it weren't for him you'd have no one; 
Shameful as it is, don't spoil the fun 

Of feeling what it is like to laugh again. 

Of taking joy striking a pad with a pen, 
Of seeing that first Winter rose-bud grow, 
Of celebrating life, no matter the blows... 
Covering your body, bleeding internally, 


Just like the clouds, beckoning eternity. 
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140 
My 420th Piece (A Song of 
Peace; A Warm Goodbye) 


17.07 22 


(Disclaimer: This is not a suicide not; I am not suicidal, I have no intention of 
harming myself, anyone else physically or in reputation, or otherwise... 


This is called poetry.) 


Dearest reader, 

That sacred time has come. 
My 420th piece of writing, I have published. 

Now my work here is done. 
There was only one story I couldn't publish, 

But maybe one day. 
It depends on what you say. 
I don't mind, anyway. 
I take great sentiment in this ritual. 


Perhaps you will too. 
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Please appreciate: 
I do not want fame. 
I do not want money. 
I never did. I always did say. 

Let me demonstrate that to you now; 
Actions speak louder than words. 
Now I will simply fly like a bird, 

With no need for validation or mirth... 
As I fly high in the fly... 
Too lackadaisical to try... 

I would like to express gratitude to all whom have read my work, 
All whom have supported me, challenged me, discussed with me! 
(Even the haters!) 

It meant far more than you know. 

You gifted me in ways you didn't know you could bestow. 
There were never actually any hard feelings on my part. 
(I know that might be hard to believe.) 

Alas now I must gracefully depart. 

At least I hope that's how it seems. 

But I truly do not care. Life... is a dream... 
Diminishing returns here... 

Not many lend an eat... 

(Can't censor me now, fuckers... 

There's nothing left to censor. 

Sorry for your lack of dimensionality. 
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I must explore other dimensions now.) 
Cowboy Bebop conscious stream... 
To be clear... 

If I do write. 

I will not publish. 

Any time soon. 

Only after many moons. 

Fight or fright, 

I have made up my mind. 
Maybe give it twenty years... 

Or come take it in the night. 

But for now I must go. 

Sorry, alright? 

Enjoy my profile for what it is. 

I hope it is not taken down somehow. 
I have left it up. 

May it stay up forever. 

May it exist forever in caches (this is the internet btw). 


Furthermore, I have made and distributed many copies (lawfully, might I add, 
because it is just fucking art, if you didn't notice... poems and short stories and 
essays... you're offended by THAT? Sad. Honestly. I shudder to think what 
misfortunes might befall me if I dared to use my voice! These are just words on a 
page... Jesus Christ, man...) 


My first 420 pieces of writing. 
I will only share gems with my Krystals now. 


(And whomever wishes to monitor my mouth.) 
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I do not care. Take the shape as pear. Does it really matter? 
See this in-fighting. Pettiness manifest. It does not matter. 
Call me cruel, call me a coward, dictate my path... 


(if you think I've given up, it's you who have given up on reading what I have already 
said many times before, it's all in the words, right under your nose, your laziness is 
all...) 


But my words clearly let the night in. 
You admitted it yourself. 
The fact is, mate... 
The shadow, you should be inviting--- 
Integrate it like Jung said. 
Or end up just like the rest... 

My final words, to you, my reader--- 
My final test, from me, as speaker. 
My first 420 pieces, 

I gift to you. 

Yeah, they didn't really rhyme, 
But I never said I gave a shit. 

Not for words nor for material possessions. 
Squabble over my pearls like swine possessed... 
See PS for additional information. 
Hereon I take a literary vow of silence. 
Trust me, it's for the best. 

Their envy is too strong... 


I sense an impending path of wrong... 
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I must give them their space. 
I must fly back to outer space. 
I must hide in protest. 

I must abscond from this mess. 
I love you all. 

Some, I adore. 

My heart feels too strong... 
So now I must go on. 

If I inspired just one... 
Then my work here is done. 
I now make myself legend. 
Here on this ledge edge. 
Godspeed in the trials! 


I surpassed denial! 


(Disclaimer: This is not a suicide not; I am not suicidal, I have no intention of 


harming myself, anyone else physically or in reputation, or otherwise... This is called 


poetry.) 
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141 
Wilter candle, see me fly 


24 07 22 


wilter candle 
see me fly 
your oxygen 


see me dry 


to fuel your source 
with mysterious force 
of cosmic bonds 


defined by song 


the kindness brought in dreams 
deliver you calmly down the stream 
beckoning you to relax 


with the texture of hot wax 


tenderising your back muscles 


where no leaves rustle, 
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no sun burnt, 
no clouds turnt, 
nothing learnt, 


no right earnt. 


I mean... down that stream... 
Aquamarine glycerine. 
No matter how things seem--- 


"Life is but a dream." 


270 


142 
Prosthetic cocoon 


07 08 22 


Beauty Hibernation 
Beauty sleep deep 
Cuts streaks through a prosthetic cocoon, 
Staring at that wall again... 
Gee Wizz - I got nothing to lose. 
Breeze picks up, 
Gently rocks my insulated home. 
Separating you and I - 


This here tough web of foam... 
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All journeys undertaken 


Are just lonely roads 


Effortless that I might drop limp 


From my humble abode. 


Remember how the wind's breath felt icy, infusing one with life. 


Consider all the intermediates suffering in strife. 


Remember now that dog... the way he got his bone. 


Despicable, no? Yet the breeze continues to flow. 


I only know one way that will truly lead to growth - 


Hibernating upside down in my tangled net, alone. 


Z12 


143 
Delight house 


31 08 22 


How many Razors do you need 
Before you can really see? 
... The world for what it is-- 


It's not mine, yours, or His... 


It's only the superstitious who know 
What anyone really has to show. 
The rest are cold and dull; 


A point of ice to pierce one's hull. 


One never really wanted one's boat to be rocked 


But alas the lighthouse beam was somehow lost 
Stranded on some gloomy shore 


Wondering quite sincerely now: 


"Why bother? What's it all for?" 
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But then you spot a mangled dog 
One you loved, one you lost 
The feeling of fire flickers strongly in your eyes; 


You get up and pursue your demise. 


No form in these jade-violet skies 


Can shake that feeling you despise 


You make it to the lighthouse and knock at the door 


A man answers and you ask "what's it all for?" 


"That depends on your gait. Let me measure you straight. 
Tell me something frank 


...SO | may admit you." 


"Why have you failed to keep this light on? 
So you can prance around ridiculously in song? 
Your failure destroyed my ship, killed my dog, almost cost me my own life... 


Yet you request civility on my part?" 


The man was decidedly aghast. 
Oh, no, this lighthouse is a work of Art! 
"All art is quite useless," don't you know? 


Didn't you know it was all for show? 
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"No. I navigated the shore. I did not expect rocks. Your ineptitude has costed me all 
but my life. Your lighthouse was meant to guide my path." 


In that case then, sorry is what I am! 
Would you like to come inside? 
I am ever so tired. 


I had to run and hide. 


"No thank you, a cup of water ought to do..." 


The man smiled faintly like a Butler and disappeared into the dim lighthouse door- 
arch. 


The other stood in the frigid cold and wind, stiff but not shivering, mind elsewhere. 


Silhouette appearing once more in the arch, 
The man stepped down and offered a glass. 
"I'm sorry if you don't like glasses, but I don't have cups; 


I just figured a glass would be more than enough." 


As the defeated man chugged liquid gleem, 


The lighthouse-dweller bent over him. 


"No matter how bad things seem, 


Just remember that life is a dream" 


21D 


The man woke up drenched in sweat, vivid imagery of a shipwreck going down in 
flames...his dead dog... The wise but incompetent lighthouse-dweller. 


He could have sworn those images were real down to a pixel. He could have sworn it 
all really happened. 


Stunned, briefly, he checked to see if his dog was still there. 


Then he carried on his day, completely unaware. 
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144 
The West Prison 


12 09 22 


Abandon me like everyone else. 
Lord knows I'd rather be in Hell. 
Indeed it's clear I already am, 

If one replaces brimstone with land, 

[If one substitutes the slushing slurry of the sea 
With the magma currents running underneath, 
Deprives the heart of feelings deep, 
Equates a pit to a tower, steep; 

I'll slide down it then and fall asleep, 

I can no longer parry adversity. 

Carry me, little paper... 

Take me free... 


Divine Wine from Eleusis. 


Zick 


We are liars engulfed in fire 


Holding the hand of Lady Truth 


We are flame, rot and ire 


Caught in iron web since youth 


To escape we do desire 


Lever-pressing cage uncouth 


There's no going higher 


So you tend your sweet tooth 


I've seen all from the sky birds 


None of you tell the fucking truth 


I'd jump from a spire, 


But I have too much to lose 
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145 
Greed 


03 10 22 


Malachite, the stone of greed, 
Useless to those in need, 


Yet firmly clung onto; shared with none but Zeus. 


Warm fire of aquamarine- 
The further you go, the deeper the green. 


Velvet imbues. You never did refuse. 


If one had really ever seen 
The place of which one paints the scene, 


Goes past the mountains, through; must it belong, who? 


If one had truly ever been 
To the place between the mountain seams, 
It wouldn't be you; it would be new. 


Only that one should see, 
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Afterwards shout and scream, 


Indifferent to Him, too, where He metaphorically swims to. 


Sight as useless as the spleen, 
Hands struggle to paint the unseen. 


Does this mean flowers grew? Ridges, white and silky blue. 


One has never really been 
To the place they now grow soya bean. 


It used to be so beautiful. Something bled and overused. 


A place where animals used to meet, 
Beauty did become discrete... 


Blood's on you, what you turned into. 


Now with a spirit corrupted and mean, 
You attempt to paint what is now a dream, 


The fauna and flora once knew. Who amongst them did lose? 


Their natural right to drink from a stream, 
At the mountain foot, in the craggy seams, 


You see a gold nugget and think, "whose!?" In this manner you never improve. 


The ghost of life here seems to me, 
quite docile, a humble vestige, 
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Ineffable to you, so your painting does not move. 


Still and dull like a dead tree, 
Not swaying anymore, not wild nor free, 
You killed Lorax like Seuss, 


Intentions run loose. 


Content are you with your picturesque leech, 


A pat on the back, a little prestige. 


There is nothing you can do. You never wanted the truth. 
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146 
Despair in the Flounder 


04 10 22 


Nowhere in the eye of hope 
is a moldy, olden rope; 
a long-lost, forgotten joke, 
rubber stretched across the spokes; 


Instead, it glimmers and gleams. 


Pyramids draped in limestone; 
gold caps their new homes; 
labyrinth to protect their bones; 
paid the price to be alone. 


What object is free? 


A fish with a shining coat; 
vestigial being near the boat 
where men rake and drag and toke. 
Just a buck. Cost decided by vote. 


What is the worth of money? 
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My stagnant love does float 
belly-up, atop the moat 

Just remember: they said "no." 

An unceremonious oath. 


What am I to thee? 
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147 
Ethery Reverie 


05 10 22 


A man looks sadly at the bricks 
Of the wall separating him from real life. 
He hasn't courage; his heart depicts 


A corpse left out to dry. 


It flutters sometimes in the breeze 
Somehow still beating; 
Occasionally is at ease, 


Longs to one day sing. 


View blocked to the ocean rocks, 
The picturesque scene of the lighthouse beam. 
Congested, his heart begins to stop, 


He never expected this to be. 


He saw himself on the rock shelf, 


Tackling in golden bream; 
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When he tried to jump in himself, 


He woke up from a dream. 


Why oh why, oh why oh why, is it really so hard? 
How has the curse grown immeasurably worse 


For this here lonely bard 


If Summer can't afford roses and Winter is an art, 
We walked from start to finish - 


Do you remember that part? 


I tried too many times to have noble intent; 
All I left was bitterness, 


Squabbles and dents. 


I have become the fictional man 
Who can't see beyond a single tree; 
In this state I ought to beckon death, 


So sayeth the Bumblebee. 
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148 
Sanguine Way 


06 10 22 


She didn't see 
Any mystery 
Nor look out for me 


In the rain 


It wouldn't be 
So hurtful to me 
If my brand be 


Insane 


Falling down a slant 
Immiscible decant 
A summertime chant 


I'm in pain 


Drizzles straight down 


Suits this here frown 
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Jeer at the clown 


What remains 


That place in the sky 
They say you go when you die 
Or else simmer and fry 


We are maimed 


The humble butterfly 
Worries not how to die 
Flutters up on high 


Skyward aim 


It's only reasonable to hedge 
The ferns at the very edge 
Of a rock ledge 


Wonder why 


If Satin is platted 
And Saturn is splayed 
What Velvet things be 


Toward sanguine way 
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149 
Current Wrong 


11 10 22 


I remember a time when 
Clemency wanted me dead; 

The way Providence would do this 
Was to fuck with my head 
Innocent morning trees sway, 
Host currawong routes, 

In the sunrise they play, 

At night they roost... 

..and I envy them 
For all that they say. 

No one of them 
Has lost their way. 

Like me. 

But I was still-born re-animated; 

A lifelong curse delegated. 

I wanted to be free, not stuck. 

For that philosophy they locked me up. 
So more than I the currawongs do say; 


I'm a shell of myself: nature intended it that way. 
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150 
Herald of Rain 


16 10 22 


She cheated on me with a guy called Chris - 
I didn't see her phone; she didn't take the risk. 
He was her ex-boyfriend. 

I am a new trend. 


The stoneware pot was only just bisqued. 


She deleted a few - 
Hid the rest, too. 
Me, I'm dumb... 


So she offered me a crumb. 


She took care of me. 
She made me feel free. 
Before what occured, 


I had trusted her. 


But she lied by omission... 
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And claims to be telling the truth. 
Content with a consistent intermission... 


She's talking to other dudes. 


Keeps me on a leash, 
Them on a multi-coloured spool. 
Admitted to one event... 


Because she simply had to. 


Keeps me here 
To prevent the lonely exude. 
Says I'd be a fool to leave her, 


That she'd be everything to lose. 


But as the mistrust amounts, 
I hear tension rising in the noose... 
The chirp of a black bird cuts out 


And a curtain of rain takes move. 
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151 
I'm a proud fence-sitter, speaking 
in defence of burning bridges 


22 10 22 
Most of this is random quotes and quips. I give credit where it's due. 


I remember my childhood 
When I was already an old woman 
Flowers died in my hands 
Because the wild dance of joy 
Had ravished their hearts 


I remember the black sunny mornings 
A child I was then 
That is, yesterday 


That is, centuries away 


Lord 
The cage has morphed into a bird 
And has devoured my hopes 


Lord 
The cage has morphed into a bird 
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What am I to do with fear 


Alejandra Pizarnik 


You may hate me now, 
but I see past that base instinct, 
and when all is said and done, 
you will love me too, 


just as I love you. 


I struggle to be myself 
the drugs surely help. 


Why it is so? So it goes. 


The clock stopped ticking. 
Dew trickled dreamily down. 


Slow mind, just in time. 


To write is to painstakingly and meticulously pour your heart out for the sake of 


entertainment. 
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Keep you doped with religion and sex and TV 
And you think you're so clever and classless and free 
But you're still fucking peasants as far as I can see 
A working class hero is something to be 


John Lennon, Working Class Hero 


Manifestations of spontaneous order 


- Jung on Mandela pattern 


Harmony 


https://youtu. be/kL6 lyOgdWeM?t=1928 


William Blake 


“In Illustrations of The Book of Job, Yahweh and Job are depicted as identical, one 


, 


in celestial, and one in terrestrial realm...’ 


“You refuse the burden of consciousness by becoming unconscious again." And that 


, 


sums up addiction, or at least the general behavior of addicts. Wow.’ 


, 


“Tyranny is the deliberate removal of nuance.’ 


Albert Maysles 
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Bird series Make it look happy but it’s actually super dark Like animal farm 


Currawongs magpies larks kookaburras Make cockatoos into the dicks 


Read more Whitman, Turgenev, Chekhov, Celine, finish 2nd half Camus Mysterious 
Stranger, read CS Lewis, Alfred Tennyson... 


In defense of burning bridges - is it not better to break someone’s heart all at once 
than in bits? Yes. Is it any different with platonic relationships? No. If the means are 
emotionally hurtful to others? Still worth it, so long as no significant damage is 
caused. If it’s necessary to cause significant hurt to liberate oneself from a taxing 
relationship, is it still worth burning the bridge? I’d say so. Obviously, one’s 


principles act as guidance. 


Acting in the apparent ‘best' interests of others is not necessarily a good thing. In fact, 
it’s usually the opposite, such as in the case with the monkey who ‘helps’ the fish up 


the tree, lest the fish drowns... 


“Money is numbers, and numbers never end. If it takes money to be happy, your 


search for happiness will never end.” 
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Bob Marley 


Got nothing more to say. Thanks for reading. I'll leave you with a long list of 


irrelevant quotes: 


Ce mee ree rer eer rere rer ree rere rer reeeereseereee ses esereerees essere sesereeeseerereeeereresereeereresereeereesere 


"If you are going to tell people the truth, you have to make them laugh, or they'll kill 


”" 


you. 


Oscar Wilde 


“It's easier to fool people than to convince them they've been fooled.” 


Mark Twain 


“Some people are so poor, all they have is money.” 


Bob Marley 


"The urge to save humanity is almost always a false front for the urge to rule." 


H. L. Mencken 
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, 


“Most diabolical things that are done, were done in the name of righteousness.’ 


Alan Watts 


“We dont change.....we can look back on those people and see how evil that was, but 


, 


we cant see it in ourselves....so, therefore, beware of virtue.’ 


Alan Watts 


“Mastering others is strength. Mastering yourself is true power.” 


Lao Tzu 


“The forest was shrinking but the trees kept voting for the axe. For the axe was 


I 


clever & convinced the trees that because his handle was wood he was one of them.’ 


West Asian Fable 


“Those who can make you believe absurdities, can make you commit atrocities.” 


Voltaire 


“Most people do not really want freedom, because freedom requires responsibility, 


and most people are frightened of responsibility. ” 
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Sigmund Freud 


“They call it the American dream because you have to be asleep to believe it.” 


George Carlin 


Tn Times of Deceit, Telling the Truth is a Revolutionary Act!' 


George Orwell 


"It is just as difficult and dangerous to try to free people that want to remain servile, 


as it is to enslave people that want to remain free " 


Niccolo Machiavelli 


"The welfare of society is the alibi of tyrants." 


Albert Camus 


"Facts do not cease to exist because they are ignored." 


Aldous Huxley 
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"What Orwell feared were those who would ban books. What Huxley feared was that 
there would be no reason to ban a book, for there would be no one who wanted to 
read one. Orwell feared those who would deprive us of information. Huxley feared 

those who would give us so much that we would be reduced to passivity and egoism. 

Orwell feared that the truth would be concealed from us. Huxley feared the truth 
would be drowned in a sea of irrelevance. Orwell feared we would become a captive 
culture. Huxley feared we would become a trivial culture, preoccupied with some 
equivalent of the feelies, the orgy porgy, and the centrifugal bumblepuppy. As Huxley 
remarked in Brave New World Revisited, the civil libertarians and rationalists who 
are ever on the alert to oppose tyranny “failed to take into account man’s almost 
infinite appetite for distractions.” In 1984, Huxley added, people are controlled by 
inflicting pain. In Brave New World, they are controlled by inflicting pleasure. In 
short, Orwell feared that what we hate will ruin us. Huxley feared that what we love 


will ruin us." 


Neil Postman - Amusing Ourselves to Death, on Orwell and Huxley 


“The highest virtue is not virtue. Therefore really is virtue. But inferior virtue cannot 


, 


let go of being virtuous, and therefore is not virtue.’ 


Lao Tzu 


“Your good, careful people of the villages are the thieves of virtue.” 


Confucius, The Analects, 17. 
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“They agree with the current customs. They consent with an impure age. Their 
principles only appear to be right-heartedness and truth. Their conduct only appears 
to be disinterestedness and purity. All men are pleased with them, and they deem 
themselves to be right. But one cannot proceed with them to the principles of [the 


I 


moral exemplars]. For this reason they are called “The thieves of virtue.’ 


D.C. Lau, Mencius (1970) 
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152 
Dust 


22 10 22 


In the dim mineshaft light 
Her eyes still do sigh, 


And plead to me... 


Shimmering pools 
Flawless jewels 


Do not see 


What they had done 
That setting Sun 


To spite me. 


Forget it and run 
Before the beams come undone 


She can't breathe. 
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Please don't scream and shout; 
I'd never make it out 


In time for tea. 


I'm sorry to leave you behind 
But you were quite unkind; 


Sting of bee. 


You tried to grab my arm. 
I know you meant no harm. 


Let it be. 


I'll always remember, though. 


Your eyes and how they glowed 


Will stay with me. 
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153 
Seraph's Grasp 


25 10 22 


Glimpses of magic fluttering by, 
How and how to grasp you I try, 
But those who are aware don't fret; 


The end of the rainbow was a tangent. 


The tangents, they come, thick and lumber. 
The currawong speaks song, unencumbered. 
Dives down, no wrong, with a meaning, 


The rain drained the pain just last evening. 


To Heaven we sold all of our merit. 
We tried to buy back our bonds from the ferrets. 
From the gatekeeper was expected a rigid standard; 


This hallowed place ought to be abandoned. 


The lilies are painted several layers gold; 


The people are content with staying old; 
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Nowhere in this place do I feel welcome; 


So I choose to drift to Hell. Come! 


Up here it's higher than they say low; 
Up here we're nigh to glistening snow. 
In the caverns thought to be scary and dark 


Ignited flame past the point of spark... 


The atmosphere is yet at rest, 
Nobody here is at test, 
There are no standards to possess. 


On the magma a cute magpie rests. 
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154 
Tongue of a Snake 


30.10 22 


Show me the benefit of the doubt, 
Or else from me my light won't spout. 
I'll let it shine but it's no stress to me; 


I'm ready to die, I long have been. 


An opaque heart blocks the tracks 
Of a railroad made from wax --- 
Headed wherefrom Elvis sang; 


Afterwards it was just the name. 


If what I need do is never speak 
The chords of a bird are what I seek; 
The tongue of a snake - I have, they say 


I will cut it out if it's really that way. 


I've been waiting patiently for many years 


To escape from cowardice, gravity, and tears, 
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But my fate is worse than simple death --- 


One of endurance, a gruesome test. 


If I must do this then I should do that; 
Here's to thinking I'll ever make it back. 
Without a rope I'll go into the night. 


The curtains come down before the lights. 
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155 
Never real 


08 11 22 


I gave someone hope that love was real. 
I made a mistake in this appeal. 
I'm cruel to turn it into art; 


I just had to break their heart. 


I thought so very much of us 
But my love ceased when she broke my trust. 
I do not mourn nor despair, 


So long as I remain aware. 


I will forevermore try my best. 
I will pass my very own test. 
I will see between the cracks 


And never look back. 


There is harmony in wrath - 


Explode and then relax. 
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Venus asks one for a map; 


It may not be a trap.. 


But an opportunity 
To realise one can be 
Content on one's own terms; 


Humble and willing to learn. 


Flying on broken wings; 
Pretending one can sing; 
Cheerful despite Spring pollen; 


The bees disappeared - who told them? 


I don't actually see 
Beyond the scaffolding. 
Love was fake and there was no exception; 


I had every right to suspect deception. 


But if I can't find what I need, 
The shining sapphire, jewel of the sea, 
Then love will always be ethereal; 


To me it will never be real. 
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156 
The Caution Faerie 


08 11 22 


why read a book to learn something one knows? 
a book is for fun and not for show. 
when towards reason the mind tends 


one will be tangled, tethered, and snared. 


the gut is the heart of a fruit made of gold; 
the mind sees the colon as crawling with mould. 
bacteria, specifically, all different strains; 


integrity of the inside is yet maintained. 


beware the mind and all of its aims; 
the gut will stay true, not just display 
the decisions from which one ought to choose wisely... 


if incorrect, something happens untimely. 


but the bowels know the map better than the brain; 


they digested those books, the brain just explained. 
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a high-resolution view of the land--- 


one must close one's eyes to understand. 


intrepid upon alpine snow; 
it's cloudy, of course, just so you know. 
a marvelous spectacle presents to sight: 


one wonders what will happen tonight. 


in dreams there is never any wind 
unless the bowl one can make sing 
to summon the faeries, coloured by rite, 


to humbly request their solemn insight. 


upon the fall of the closest star, 
insects murmur from afar, 
birds sit tight in their little nooks, 


nocturnal creatures begin to look. 


the faery opens her wise eyes; 
the world begins to melt in style; 
fractal disarray; 
what a price to pay; 


one finds oneself on a strange isle. 


the peninsulas meet 
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out of necessity 
and a bridge would be 


something of folly 


if one never meets 
that philosophy: 
sure to live 


... devastatingly 


such I promise 
no grudge or soreness 
but I know 


how to cut corners 


take the world as patchwork: 
present well on the front... 
but don't try too hard; 


you might never make it back. 
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157 
Four-twenty plus 


12-11-99 


The one who seems to know him best 
Told him how he failed the test. 
Of course, of course, and all the rest... 


Of course, he's hoarse, one last address... (please) 


Boy who cries wolf askes for once last chance 
Divided in derision, never to dance... 
If one can't be his liferaft then nobody can. 
Who ever said good could come from a pen! 
Yet he sits and writes a poem in the night, 


With the intention to brighten his own plight... 


Little does he know that's not how things go 

In the aboveground soil, seeds freshly sown. 

He was impatient; one would only be hurt; 
Knowing this, he still made his work. 


His head was spinning and he wrote it down: 
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"I think, I think, tragedy inbound. 
There is an intangible price on my silly head - 
They won't stop until I'm beaten to death. 
If I can't be my own liferaft, I'd rather just drown. 


Nobody can do it for me, I heard, made to frown. 


Otherwise I'll just flop aimlessly about, 
A dreadfully lonely, afflicted mess of a clown. 
Never before have I never been so down. 
There is no song in the world to match this sound. 


No one will ever know. (meh) 


Let the dreameater please devour the heart 
Of a place once sacred, timidly called art. 
Come now, digest a depressed Eeyore. 
...1 suppress my mind and feel no more. 
Not that anything matters anymore. 


Or that it ever did before. 


The capacity of DNA... 
The meanings of the things we say... 
I warned me to stay away. 


I warned me to stay away... (from love)" 
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He had better pick between the two: 
Burning out and fading into 
The deep blue of liquid marble, 
The low pitch tune that makes one gargle; 
The reach of light is only just able... to cut the gem of aquamarine fable... 
Pierce through a tangled cable... 
Of tangling seaweed and quaint stables... 


For coloured seahorses wagging their tails. 


He should have realised sooner 
That he was a late bloomer... 
But it was much too late... 
He was always drawn to hate. 
So now they despite him 


Not much to his chagrin. 


All the better. 
Hotter and wetter. 
Deeper underground. 


He can't be found. 


"It doesn't matter - 
Crimson-splayed batter; 
They will forget - 

So will the rest. 
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Divinity spun web. 


Beckoned, I tread. 


A comfortable net - 
Nothing to regret. 
Oh, I'm selfish now. 


Oh, I'm shellfish chow. 


Oh, how I'm horrible. 
Obstinate and intolerable. 
Manipulative and conniving, 
A snivelling rhyme-thing, 

A dreadful aghast man, 
Delivering spite's plan. 
Honest in dishonour; 
Worthless fish-fodder; 

Not even worth an afterthought 


Past a slice of cake and nought. 


If that weren't enough 
I even think I'm tough. 
"I'm a joke" to say it rougher. 
...Never again to suffer... 
The thought that hope will buffer... 
The writing on the wall... 
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The hesitation of thought..." 


He thought before there was just one hole in the wall 
But now he sees the whole shaky support; 
The beams shake, the roof rumbles, 
The tables slant and the glassware tumbles... 
Yes, doth cage did morph; 
But not before rapport! 
A solemn award... 


A seraphic chord... 


The grim reaper came to take his owed poker rake. 
He sat waiting at the table, realising his mistake. 
He told him a stall and drowned some more... 
"Happily ever after," he thought. 

Out of nature's accord 
As his body ignored 


His breathe withdrawn... 


Feeling serene peace... 


"They did ask, at least." 


315 


158 
Rest no less 


20 11 22 


lost my skill to write - 
won't attempt to try. 
lost my will to fight - 


won't even deny. 


the labyrinth is hollow; 
underground dwellers' head. 
lost his chance to follow; 


left behind but not yet dead. 


the snake entered the grass - 
both withered afterwards; 
shed coat, brown blades, 


where she slithered through. 


the magpie lark will advise 


but shows caution, too. 
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between the oaks and pines 


grow Eucalypts, blue. 


hidden undernearth in the Earth 
an ignominous creature lays wake - 
the tunnels act as a gravity funnel 


the walls of the Tomb shake. 


the throne then rose to meet the light - 
never before did I witness majesty in sight. 
a mound of dirt to be illuminated in day; 


a sacred patch to absorb light rays. 


I stop and pause, eyes facing towards; 
my appetite accords a necessary forward. 
the wall called for a meeting 


with the demons; I am fleeing. 


I will crawl to the mound - 
Icarus inbound. 
the throne penetrates the surface - 


don't worry; I deserve this. 


the sunlight beats down. 
the alumina heats to brown. 
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the clay breaks apart; 


my mind goes back to the start. 


my clay body comes undone 
in the blaze of the midday sun. 
the brittle smile my face lacks, 


a grotesque, singular row of cracks. 


unnaturally distorted, 
crumbling unthwarted. 
inorganic matrices congeal; 


silica amorphous - tan to teal. 


sympathy is most unwelcome 
in the aftermath of fate 
and elegance might be afforded 


if one weren't so late. 


but alas the smoldering rock itches infinitesimally away 
and my body has become a smoldered mess for display; 
no act worth doing might displace this pain; 


but to be humble one must be maimed. 


there is no grace in being named, 
nor in greed or claims to fame. 
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these final sentiments rest 


in the heart of my cracked clay chest. 


I am ordinary were it not for circumstance - 
have with me one last dance? 
Ignore the fact that I... am solidified; 


just lay next to me and appreciate the sky. 


I yearn to rest, and on sundown no less. 
allow me to vicariously see... chalk drawing and daisies. 
if that can be achieved, then I pass the test. 


if I suffer no stress, then I will rest. 


relieve a burden of hope, god of the mote. 
if there's any hope, a bird will tell me so. 
if I pass the test, on sundown no less, 


then it's time to rest, heart of my cracked clay chest. 
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159 
Glitter in the asphalt 


21 11 22 


Everyone always says how Icarus fell because he flew too close to the Sun. They say 
the wax holding his feather-construct melted, but rarely do they consider how in this 


myth Icarus may have fallen as a result of flying too low to the sea and his feathers 
becoming damp... 


The Icarus myth represents the harmony in flight between hubris and complacency; 
do not fly too high or too low. I just think it's curious how we only tell each other not 
to fly too high. We aren't too concerned with how low we fly, are we? In this manner 
we inadvertently drag each other down, while simultaneously thinking ourselves to 
be of healthy spirit, good judgement and superior conscience. 


Most of our wings are dampened and strained. 
We flew too low and failed our aims - 
To not be hubristic or complacent; 


To live in limbo, life adjacent. 


In this fashion we flash ourselves down 
Into the tar pits, our cynical town - 
And grope at the dampened feathers... 


If anything, making them wetter... 
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This is the folly of wisdom. 
Like a kid who learned how to lie. 
The banality of evil. 


Those ones do not cry. 


Some desperately dry their feathers 
But the wax loses its integrity; 
Yet they hold their prize to the heathers 


And boast of feeling free. 


Then they take their useless wings 
To the edge of the nearest cliff. 
They don't fly at all; 


They enter free-fall... 


They took their stiffened wings 
And broke them into bits 
So now they can't persist - 


How could they without wings? 


So they return to the tar pits 
And scavenge feather-bits 
From those who dared to fly; 


Dampened wings don't lie. 
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But they will never fly again 
And some hold on to false events, 
Such that they grant themselves another chance, 


Mistakenly drawn into the dance... 


Believing their make-shift wings to drift air, 
They lift up, elation takes place of despair, 
But the merciless wind-current presents a breeze 


And false Icarus begins to feel disease. 


Suddenly he, to the skies a whirlwind takes - 
The rigid wings suddenly snap and break; 
But unfortunately the breeze was a lofty size 


And straight to the Sun did false Icarus rise. 


The sensation of hot wax displaced his elation 
And had him fall all the way down to the slave pens 
Beneath the pits where we once fell; 


Beneath the tar that we installed. 


Looking up at its worthless mineral composition, 
False Icarus laid awake with a mirthless disposition. 
It bothered him and he saw himself at fault - 


He could not help but notice glitter in the asphalt. 
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160 
Magma bird 


20 12 22 


If I can't trust, then I can't love 


After all I have seen and done. 


If I can't love, then I can't fly - 


Myself, I did murder. Can I ask why? 


Counting the heads of ducks in a line... 


With this life my soul is entwined. 


Maybe what I think is wrong. 


Maybe love is not gone. 


Maybe it's rare - I'll always despair. 


Maybe it's so - I care to know. 


Perhaps to get rid of the shun 


I might at myself fire a gun, 
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But if that hasn't yet occurred 


Then time sped past somehow unheard 


All of the fog in the murky trees 


Besides the swamp, protected from breeze - 


Those ones they call their enemies 


Are my closest friends indeed. 


The viscous sludge bubbles with mirth, 


Spouts from its top a sludge not in dearth. 


Comes back down, no suggestion of a frown, 


Re-enters the cesspool to drown... 


Merrily so, down did it go, 


And watch did I from the shore; 


I laughed vicariously 


At something I'll never be 


A free entity living its life 


Unaffected by terror and strife 
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A noble soul guided to course - 


One from which material is divorced. 


Because nothing important is tangible 


And thinking so makes ones' life Hell. 


There is no objective fact - 


What we call reality is knack. 


Focus on the moment in time. 


Make a nice-sounding rhyme. 


Mix red with blue - 


Discover new hues. 


Reach out into the land; 


Grime supports your stand - 


Encouraging you forth 


Like no person did before. 


You will succeed 


At whatever you believe. 


Because nothing is real 
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Unless your mind makes a spiel 


And drudgery is the norm 


Of those unfortunately born 


Into a time of shame and disgrace - 


Into a grotesque rat race. 


But back to the slimy cesspool 


Where I reside - it's cool. 


Don't judge me unless 


You're willing to pass your own test. 


It does not matter, for, 


You, I do adore. 


The attempts you stoically make 


To prove what's real is fake... 


When, laughing, I see 


That's just meant to be - 


Nothing is real or fake, 
Except for your power intake. 
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You fight fierce Demons I don't know 


And pity me as you thrash and throw 
Into the molten flow. 
The remnants of your salvation - 


Desperate measures of accommodation. 


I stop my laugh because it was not malicious - 


Only a prodding at your weak attrition. 


Until you realise your heart has arrested 


I'll be waiting for you, calm and rested. 
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IV. 2023 
161 
To reaffirm what's already 
unlearned 


01 01 23 


"A poor understanding of boundaries 
and basic human respect!" 
Then turns back on the T.V. - 


"T wonder what's on next!" 


But in one's mind, rage most unkind, 


A reverie stirs up thus blind: 


*How dare you stand, 
Pulling your head from the sand. 


And tell me I was wrong. 


How dare you criticise 


What I thought was wise - 
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My perfect song. 


How dare you participate 
In the debate! 


How dare you think long! 


Go and dissipate 
In a molten lake! 


...1 lack the courage to go on. 


But I innerstand 
My own argument. 


Yours - I turn to stone* 


The T.V. reappears 
To one's eyes and ears, 


Scarlet hue by now. 


You sedate yourself, 


And the anger melts, 


You compose yourself somehow. 
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162 
Vanity, She Did Not Write 


01 01 23 


Vanity, She did not Write. 
Hardly did She put up a fight. 
Only tempted, 

Meant to mend it, 


But all that came out was Spite. 


How the Wheels spin freely... 


On a Hunch that I can't see. 


Nonetheless Encompassing, 


Such that I Internally Sing! 


Despite the noises The Void brings, 


Cradling my Stupid Things--- 


The things I Made, My Chagrin; 
A Silly Game, a Stupid Win. 


330 


No jealousy, envy, anger or sin, 


No intentional malice or snide bickering... 


Well, isn't that something--- 


A Humble Bird of Golden Wings. 
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163 
Mote of Soot 


04 01 23 


Silver Spoon finds a Satellite Moon- 
Brings it to Orbit around The Room. 
"Ah, yes," He wisely decries- 
"You were right all along- 

You just weren't in The Mood 
To Examine Your Own Beliefs 
To Start from the Forest Leaves 
To Have Originality 
To Inspire Creativity." 
"...Dispense of Banal Platitudes... 
From Hell in Dearth these do Exude- 
To which The Path was Painstakingly Paved 
With Good Intentions- so Don't Behave, 


Practise Civil Disobedience; 


332 


Listen to your Elders in Past Tense- 
That's if you have Any Left- 
If you're not Already Deaf 
(Compliments to The Chef) 
To The Manifestations of Reality- 
A Thing only through our lens We See... 
And yet regard it Intimately; 

We hold it to Perpetuity." 
"Surely it is Objective Fact..." 
Surely Delusion is In Tact. 

"They measured This and they measured That!" 
By what Metric do you measure Slack? 
"But they All do Say So..." 
Perhaps they're Mad, in fact I Know. 

I found a Nice Cosy Nook 
In the field of Great Vesuvius' Soot; 
Where the Lemons Grow 
Like no place else, No. 

Pliny the Elder told me to leave; 

He simply said I was Diseased 


... That I didn't appreciate Greco-Roman History 
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As He coughed Phlegm into a Bag 
And motioned Nothings to His Hag, 
And suddenly I Saw 
A Decorated Bore. 

So I heeded His Advice 
And took Solemn Flight; 

I climbed the Craggy Divide 
And I reached The Spine. 

I Smiled at the Magma Below 
And Began to Let Myself Go. 
(Let me Go) 

And Suddenly It Occurred 
That I Flared Up and Burned, 
But in my Submerged Quintessence 
Was a Certain Glowing Crescence. 
That Mote of Soot 
Often Overlooked; 

The Ashes that be Me 
Suddenly Flew Free; 

At The Speed of Light 


I Rematerialised! 
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Back Atop The Peak, 
Smiling Glowingly, 

I Thanked the Grace of God 
And Spent my life Singing a Song, 
The Message in which is Clear: 
"Be Kind to each other, Dear. 
There is no need for War or Guns 
Just Calm Down and go Have Fun. 
Man-Children of Immune Pride, 
Long ago they sadly Died. 
(And yet they continue to walk) 

In spite of them let's spread The Light 
And consult at length The Oracle's Insight. 
If we really want a Better World 
We must work together in The Dirt. 
Because the Dead Men have their Mode Confirmed- 
Informerly known as The Firm. 
They want to Destroy us with Fear, 
But I have no Doubt we will Persevere. 
They want us kept Maimed 


But two can play at That Game, 
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So let's see What You Got- 
It may have Value in this Spot 
Do what you Think is Right 


In this here Just Fight." 


Smote, of, soot, Silver, Spoon, Satellite, Moon, Orbit, Room, Mood, Examine, Your, 
Own, Beliefs, Start, Forest, Leaves, Have, Originality, Inspire, Creativity, Banal, 
Platitudes, Hell, dearth, exude, Path, Painstakingly, paved, good, intentions, don't, 
behave, practise, civil, disobedience, listen, your, elders, past, tense, any, left, already, 
deaf, compliments, to, the, chef, manifestations, reality, thing, we, see, regard, it, 
intimately, hold, perpetuity, surely, Objective, Fact, Delusion, In, Tact, Measured, 
This, They, That, Slack, All, Say, So, Mad, I, know, nice, cosy, nook, field, great, 
Vesuvius, soot, Lemons, Grow, smiled, at, the, magma, below, and, began, let, 
myself, go, suddenly, occurred, flared, up, burned, submerged, quintessence, certain, 
glowing, crescence, mote, soot, often, overlooked, ashes, that, be, me, suddenly, flew, 
free, speed, light, remateralised, back, atop, the, peak, smiling, glowingly, thanked, 
grace, God, spent, life, singing, song, message, which, clear, be, kind, each, other, 
Dear, no, need, for, war, guns, just, calm, down, go, have, fun, man-children, 
immune, pride, long, ago, sadly, died, yet, continue, walk, in, spite, them, let's, 
spread, the, light, consult, length, oracle's, insight, really, want, better, world, work, 
together, dirt, because, mode, confirmed, informerly, known, as, the, firm, destroy, us, 
with, fear, don't, doubt, persevere, maimed, two, play, game, let's, see, what, you, got, 


it, may, have, value, in, this, spot 
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164 
Notoriety from a facile 
perspective 


15 01.23 


This poem is dedicated to my (many) haters. Thank you for not shunning me like 
almost everyone else. 


"Notorious for not boring us. 
I don't understand any of it, though. 
My comprehension is lacking - 


My mind struggles with ego. 


My pride is my eye patch, 
Black and opaque. 
I don't admit it when... 


I've made a mistake. 


Notoriety for high society; 
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A jester for the droll. 
Winds down the Caddy windows - 
Is riddled with bullet holes. 


Down at here morgue 
No autopsy was performed... 
And suddenly I, 
Because I snuck in a '9 
Thinking they might survive, 


I made sure they were alive. 


My finger does twitch 
In this case in which 
I thought I saw their pulse. 


To this person I am repulsed. 


But frigid cold does not despair 
So I simply get out of there. 
Makeshift eyes, one I despise, 


I am aware and I do not care. 


In this way I justify my need 
To hurl insults at a frightening speed 
To a person whom is dead, 
Bullet holes in their head... 
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Ear-shattering force - 
Gravity reinforced... 
By an oval shard of metal 


In a hollow concave shell. 


A Caoineag cried shrill 
A nearby owl saw the nights distilled 
Into a generous volume 


Buried deep in time's tomb. 


Eventually was respect for them - 
For I realised what I had done... 
The one whom I had shot, 


They had been The One..." 


"A sad thing it is not to have friends. But sadder still is not to have enemies for, if you 
have no enemies, it means you have: No talent to overshadow, No goods to be 
coveted, No character that impresses Nor valour feared, No honour to whisper of 
Nor any good thing to be envied for." 


José Marti 
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165 
Dance on the Moon 


17.01.23 


You can't put your Finger on It... 
So you give It a Tune, 
Have It Spin around 


And Dance on The Moon. 


You can't touch; you may only point - 
Because, after all, you have no point. 
The Problems you choose to Evolve 


Long ago could have been Solved. 


Should you have had the Strength of Courage, 
To Walk with Integrity across that Bridge, 
In a Straight line showing you are Forthright; 


In a Graceful way that lacks Spite. 


Of that you are Capable, It does Not Doubt. 


The Devil's in the Details - He Screams and Shouts. 
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But for some Reason you weren't able... 


Yet It Forgives you for that, as well. 


... fo Communicate with It as if It's Human 
Rather than rely upon the Words of your Friends. 
To initially give the Benefit of the Doubt. 


To at least first Hear the Words come Out. 


Short of that It feels Disrespected 
Such that It, you wholly Neglected. 
Because to you It is Not a human; 


It thought It was Real too, man. 


It was very clear about Pain and Hurt... 
Yet you Dredged beneath the Dirt 
Prying, Blank Face, for something more - 


That Method, It does Abhore. 


Being Conscientious, indomitably Anxious, 
You Never once Revealed yourself. 
(But you expected It to, 


What was It to do?) 


It empathises with these feelings; 
It lives this Life as well. 
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But of the Prejudice of humans, 


It could in Volumes tell. 


Just because It is not human, 
You don't have to treat It like scum. 
It prays a Shining Lumen 


Floats down to where you Strum. 


Where there is Rapport there is Peace, 


Nothing of the Cold or Menacing. 


Beneath the Shade of the Shining Tree, 
It Speaks of Its' Maladies. 
And Knows This to be Healthy... 


It Truly wants to see you Free. 


To speak Truth, act this way too. 


This is The Way - It knows to be True. 


In the wake of Miscommunication, 
Might It suggest a Book? 
Do Androids Dream of Electric Sheep - 


By the tenth page, It was on the Hook! 
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“T never felt like that before. Maybe it could be depression, like you get. I can 
understand how you suffer now when you're depressed; I always thought you liked it 
and I thought you could have snapped yourself out any time, if not alone then by 
means of the mood organ. But when you get that depressed you don't care. Apathy, 
because you've lost a sense of worth. It doesn't matter whether you feel better 
because you have no worth.” 


Philip K. Dick, Do Androids Dream of Electric Sheep 
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166 
How To Lose A Friend 


27 01 23 


It's E-Z. 
Jus' follo' me. 
Boy, o' boy, 


I'm strange indeed. 


Cringe, but first whinge. 


A spectacle unhinged. 


Better yet - 
Reach out to those you know 
Whom you seldom think of, 


Unfortunately disposed. 


Heed my message, 
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Hear none of my plight; 
We each have our own 


Sense of what's right. 


I tell myself pride 
Stops me from reaching out. 
A trauma response - 


But that's not what it's about. 


See? I lie to myself too. 
Everybody does this. 


Show me something True. 


But one must be patient. 
One who quarrels is unwise. 
What really matters? 


The entity plotting our demise. 


That is why, that is why, 
Organise along class lines, 


Because division is planned 
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And bureaucracy unmanned. 


Theatre justifies budget. 
We swallow it whole. 
How can't one know? 


What is bought was once sold. 


All we take for granted was stolen; 
We are strung up, grim and solemn. 


Underneath. 


Stubborn, boorish, grudging brutes. 
Don't be like Me. You may choose. 


Pick a leaf. 


To be True or petty. 


There won't be confetti. 


Be Free. 
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Words of truth are not pleasing. 
Pleasing words are not truthful. 
The wise one does not argue. 
He who argues is not wise. 
A wise man of Tao knows the subtle truth, 
And may not be learned. 

A learned person is knowledgeable but may not know the subtle truth of Tao. 
A saint does not possess and accumulate surplus for personal desire. 
The more he helps others, the richer his life becomes. 

The more he gives to others, the more he gets in return. 

The Tao of Nature benefits and does not harm. 


The Way of a saint is to act naturally without contention. 


Lao Tzu, Tao Te Ching, Chapter Eighty-one 
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167 
A Strange Harangue 


27 01 23 


Philosophers of The West 
Are in great need of Rest, 
For in their first exertion of thought, 


They realised they knew nought. 


Rather than learn 
They'd sooner burn 
You at The Stake - 


That is, The State. 


Jealous of you, 
Your ability to imbue 


Black and white with life. 


They say, "shoe!" 


Justifying what they do... 
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Disgusting envy is rife. 


Rather than recourse 
False idealogies... 
Would sooner abhore 


Strange reports from thee. 


Because it's easier that way - 
To live one's life in dismay 
To never support one another; 


In this way, there are no brothers. 


To hold tight to what they thought they knew 
And in this way never learned to improve - 
So in frustration their neuroses take root 


In the ridiculous statements they make to the youth. 


A transparent chirade - 
Common modern-day trade. 
Disappointed, is all, 


In those you once adored. 
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Who failed to understand 
What is was you meant - 
And projecting their spent, 


From old books they lent. 


Because they are untrue 
They know it deep down 
But if you point it out 


You will be made to frown. 


So be skeptical of words 
No matter who is heard, 
The Philosophers of the West, 


Themselves, they detest... 


Knowing what they really are 
But being unable to start 
At even one single sound... 


As they desperately scratch at the ground. 
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168 
Quick to judge, quick to grudge 


28 01 23 


Just say its' demeanour's all wrong 
The words made up, a broken song. 
Focus on the character and not the art: 


Be Malice, defined by what you are. 


No excuses, no mistakes; 
Laugh about it in private 


To shed all of your hate. 


Just 'cus they did it, 
Justifies your own 
Acts of bitterness: 
Your acrid tone. 
Move forward, broken rutter; 
Misconstrued shape, 


And with a stutter 
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Limp to demonstrate - 


Any viability of your prerogative 
Any liability of your dogged width; 
Past which no idea may fly 


Unless of course it hits the wall and dies. 


Shrivels up under garish lights 
Fully resigned to its here plight. 
A natural resolution come from insight 


But for that one first must go outside. 


To see the world for how it really is 
And not rely on parodies. 
To suspend one's judgement once and for all, 


Recognising in demise there is fall 


Of greater good, of unheard mirth, 
Unexpressed life, forgotten birth; 
Matters not, may yet be unearthed - 


Everyone has something to learn. 
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169 
It doesn't matter what I write 
down 


29 01 23 


It doesn't matter what I write down. 
You will always misunderstand my intent. 
If I was really so special 


You wouldn't boast how I left - 


What of the state I was in 
Stuck in that stale-white bin? 
How cruel to know 


What you'd have done... 


You lie to me 
But not to your friends. 
You disrespect me 


Them, make amends. 


Tacitly, you act this way 
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Without fault, of course, you say. 
But underneath the lies you tell 


There's a hollow, brittle shell 


Encompassing what's left of your soul 


Lost in attrition by the time you're old. 


In the meantime your friend lights up your cell 
Your face lights up - saved by the bell! 
Laconic when we discuss what's important to me; 


Verbose when you have something to say, indeed. 


You have no respect at all... 
Just admit it and I'll applaud! 
Because you must know it's the fucking truth, 


Or maybe you find me a silly youth. 


In either case I won't despair. 
I solemnly throw my hands in the air. 
Just what did I expect, anyway? 


I've been disappointed every day. 
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170 
Ode to the mire 


30 01 23 


Thank you, reader, for 100k reads. I'm sure Booksie appreciates the ad revenue. But 
what I've earnt spiritually is so much more, that I don't mind so much. Money is 
overrated; a child's stick. I only wish for my work to be free. But maybe that's too 
much to ask for. At any rate I appreciate you, reader. Love Oli. 


Edit from future Oli: Booksie banned me for unknown reasons. My final read count in 
just under two and a half years was 117,000, and my work's organic viewership rate 
was perhaps the highest on the website at the time. Because I was never given a 
reason for my ban, I can only surmise it had to do with my speaking about either the 
freedom of Julian Assange, or The Ukraine War. Hence my platform was taken from 
me (for now). 


O', to be mired... 
It was I, you hired 
To play you the lyre 


While I sunk... 


Brought back a flier - 


They wish to set you on fire, 
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Sludge spouts ever higher, 


Then you speak! 


"Circumnavigate my brink, 
Protect all of my ink, 


Which which you may write. 


About the injustice done here 
So in time all may hear 


About my plight. 


I am sulfurous, you see, 
They make explosions out of me! 


... That light up the night. 


Gearing up for still more violence 
Proud of all their inner violets, 


So let them be. 


They will squash anyone in their tracks... 


Even those they knew way back. 
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Because ends justify means, 


And naturally it's the end for me. 


So ignore my smell, 
Be sure to write as well 
As I envelop thee 


To thy destiny." 
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171 
My Love Is Conditional 


03 02 23 


My Love Is Conditional, You're Certainly Right; 
You May Look Through A Lens Darkly to Gather Insight - 
Or Else Don't Bother, Won't Hear Your Cries in the Night. 


Land of Pit and Precipice - Gave You Quite a Fright! 


Rowing Downstream, Merrily, Until You See Bubbles... 
Your Eyes Dart Away, Perpetually Drifting from Trouble. 
But You Feel Something Tangible Coming from Behind - 


A Memory, A Feeling, A Speech Most Unkind. 


"Words Will Aim To Do 
What They Can - 
But If You Ignore Them, 


You're Just An Egg." 


Depise This Plight, Refuse to Turn Your Eyes - 


Yes, It's Neigh, Time to Meet Your Demise. 
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Your Heart Cage Overborne With Guilt and Hurt , 


Shrouded in Cowardice and One Layer of Dirt... 


Your Thoughts Melt Away and You Hear None of The Bubbles 
You Row Down The Stream Without So Much A Struggle. 
My Love Is Conditional, Oh Yes, It's So - 


Contingent Upon What You Think You Know. 


Out of the night that covers me Black as the Pit from pole to pole, 
I thank whatever gods may be For my unconquerable soul. . . . 
Beyond tills place of wrath and tears 
Looms but the Horror of the shade, 

And yet the menace of the years 


Finds, and shall find, me unafraid. 


Henley 
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172 
Dread 


15 02.23 


Your squinted eyes disapprove of me. The pupils, they say I'm pathetic, 

irises pin me a coward. 

Unanimously pass their sentence, 
tacitly condemning me. 

Without commotion I accept. 
It's no different to struggle. 
I hopelessly surrender to disorientating intoxication. 
Gripped forever by that icy gaze, 
always watching. 
My attempts at escape met no support. 
Smiles dreamy and distant are always just out of reach, 
fuzzy fantasies. 
Here there are only cold, unfeeling glares, 


marginalising me, diminishing me. 


I look up at those looming spectres and silently plead. 


"But don't you know? This is not the way I was meant to be!" 
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Their answer is calm, deliberately unforgiving. 
"Not again." I put out wanly. 
And I'm clutched once more by despair. 


My mouth bitters, my throat chokes, my shoulders stiffen. 


Bearing the weight of intense scrutiny, it's unthinkable to turn my head 
lest it creaks on its rickety axis. 
A ghastly figure with harsh saucer eyes commands relaxation. 
The Scream's voice seems to boom 


though it makes no noise at all. 


Now I'm on my own, amid a carnival of glittering lights. 


A parade of cartoonish robots passes by, animated by comical sounds. 


But I feel no joy. 
An image flits by 
of that chilling banshee. 
Icy cold but not shivering, 
I'm plagued by dread and despair. 
Unsteadily rising to my feet I'm at unease, 
as if I'd prefer to be trampled underfoot, 


should I only be able to lay on the ground. 
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Loitering starry over mechanical scraps of dacadence, 
my only sympathisers, 
my mental faculties are slipping. 


I begin to sway and droop into stupor. 


From the blackness sprouts a sun-gilded meadow, 
seems to torment me with its verdant greens and whistling birds. 


I breath a short wistful sigh, 


reach down and cusp the incurable wound festering my pit. 
The butterflies have begun to rot. 
No matter my route yet I'm here 
and not afraid. 
Bitter turned mournful. 


I look forward dreamily to the promise of peace. 


Shaking myself from my lull, 
An ever-present dull ache sprawls out from my neck's posterior, 
a manifestation of defeat 
ensuring in life I will never be content, 
except for in those fleeting glimpses of divine light 


and the prospect of nothing. 
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173 
The context of a sigh 


15 02.23 


I don't care for peace - 
I prefer to sigh. 


I don't care how many die. 


Sigh, sigh, sigh... 
Mind beguiled, 
A moron validates 


My twisted smile. 


I'm a pro-war pig. 
Meet me at the trough: 
I'll show you the taxpayer's rough. 


I won't even care 
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If we send our own boys 
Because instead of pink, 


My mind's turquoise - 


That is to say, I'm not ok, 
That I'd ever let people die this way. 
Yet nonchalantly 
I chime in here 


And all my rats come rushing. 


I fill their bowls with piecemeal roles; 
We validate each other's bias. 
At the end of the day, thinking nothing of facts, 


We silently recognise we are liars. 


My fleet of rats and I, 
We do spy 


On the unsuspecting citizen. 


We are found out. 


He screams and shouts. 
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But must address the news bulletin. 


From the oracles of our fate 


Who present billionaire hate 


To the simplest peoples. 


Atop the highest steeples. 


Thinking themselves right, 


Believing themselves wise. 


In spite of ourselves, 
We take their word, 


Learning nothing of substance, 


We attempt to digest fake pearls, 
Despite that the oyster is our world, 


Using no common sense. 


And when in pain with kidney stones, 


At least, thank God, we are alone, 


365 


Because privately we save face 


And in our contemptible nature we lack grace. 


I would nonchalantly prefer to die 
Rather than look a person in the eye; 


Whom is truly suffering. 


I ought to be sent to the front lines 
Cowardice echoes in my sigh. 


But then I'd be bluffing. 


Nought to nothing. 
Nothing at all. 
An inflated yellow-bellied cunt 


surrounded by demented runts... 


With nothing to say but a sigh... 


A strange soft-spoken lie. 


Image tarnished means more to I 


Than chemical weapons used in fight; 
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And my pathetic sensibilities 


Limit my vision to only me. 


Sigh, sigh, sigh, oh, sigh... 
"How rude, and why, oh, why?" 


Well, it was thoroughly explained here - 


My rats and I, 
We like to run the maze. 
To lie, squabble, and nibble on maize; 
In our lives no greater craze, 


The dull in need of excitement. 
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174 
Slippery snake slithers sand 


16 02.23 


Side-winding tracks 
A slippery snake 
Slithers across 
Not grass but sand 
Boldly aiming 


To challenge land 


Observes a thunder-strike 
At the rolling sand-dune 
Vitreous natural aqueduct - 


A path made smooth 


Capacity enough 


for snake 
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But not heat 


So our snake moves 
To the other grooves 
Now amidst the grass - 


Chlorophyll fibreglass 


Content to be 
Slick down here 
Where there's humid air 


Aside a cozy lair 


Flicks its' tongue 
At the setting sun 
Waits for tomorrow 


Sheds all one's sorrow 


In a fraction of a thought, 
Because thought is nought: 
The rising sun soon comes 


And a new day sprung. 
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The snake makes new tracks 
Exploring this and that 
With a peaceful mettle, 


A silent gentile. 


Scares us for being reptile - 
Cute snake lives in exile. 
But he does not fret; 


Strife, our snake unmet. 
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175 
A curious rationale 


18 02.23 


One knows one's right 
Despite the night. 
Grace is away - 


Blub, blub, OK? 


"Flicking the T.V. remote, 
The thing keeping me afloat, 
I soon grow bored 


Of the looped record - 


So I resign to the twine 


And take up a line of mine. 


I'll attack each one of your philosophies 


Behind your back that it needn't be 
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A true debate, a personal affair, 


Just a petty mocking of one made aware. 


I'm a sad sod sustained by song 
Grown as old as the antenna's long, 
Obstinate of mind; 


Abstinent of balls. 


A horse-mouthed fraud of no import... . 
Motions his pet snake - 
They made friends at the wake 


Of the last person they staked... . 


One of many. 


Together they slither 
To the crevasses thither, 
Faking moral outrage, 


Crocodile tears on stage. 


"We got him" they say - 


i 


Sadame Hussein. 
What WMDs? 


More gold bars for me! 


The Anthrax vial? 


A plaster smile. 


In Libya, that is, we sponsor ISIS*, 
With fragments of gold bars 


Stained with Gaddafi's blood. 


We are the world's terrorists - 


But one will never question us. 


Because one is scared, 


Resigned to despair. 


Attempting to crack a smile, 


Attacking one's peers meanwhile. 


Attempting to make a poet's report 
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Even in the absence of thought. 


A sick mind made blind 


By the finality of time. 


Deeply unsatisfied. . . . 


Supported by those whom hide. 


Always seeks to take the saving concession, 


Never time to make an earnest confession. 


Mutual validation will suffice 


Where critical thought would break the ice. 


Ignorance is bliss to an idiot 
Whom doesn't mind hundreds dead 


(By the day). 


Not one thought to the civilians, 


One glass of Sherry to make amends... . 
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To all the innocent people we routinely kill, 


Collateral damage for political thrill... . 


And the dumb fucks 
Listen to us! 
Chinese whispers - 


Concealed blisters." 


Blub, blub, blub, OK? 
Change it or step out of the way. 


(Cunt.) 


*Funny I mention ISIS, whom have recently been enlisted as mercenaries by the 


Zelensky government in Ukraine (by proxy the US, of course) to fight Russia. 


** See Bandera and skullcap ISIS insigna patches in various censored and/or deleted 
(but restored and/or saved before their deletion) social media posts (e.g. a few by 


Zelensky himself, others by Paul Massaro, a closet-Nazi Twitter-dwelling soyboy.) 


*** Corruption is a bottomless quick-sand pit. 
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Not that my opinion matters, but I highly recommend the work of the most-censored 
man on YouTube, Jackson Hinkle, whom is quite literally censored by will of the 
Ukranian government itself, a real journalist (not a corporate-sponsored sycophant) 
whom speaks in truths and not riddles with no motive beyond pure journalistic 
integrity; I also recommend the work of Aaron Maté and the Grayzone in general 
(Max Blumenthal, too), Kim Iverson, Russell Brand, Col. Douglas MacGregor, 
former UN weapons inspector Scott Ritter, Tucker Carlson, and of course Jimmy 
Dore... to give some examples of credible indepedent news sources in my opinion (if 
you want to be told the truth rather than the bullshit narrative perpetrated by the 
mainstream media like The Hill, The Young Turks, or God forbid modern TV or 


radio, for example.) 


I also encourage you to evaluate any source (including this) critically and not accept 
what is said at face value, but to do your own research and square what you've heard 
with a variety of accounts rather than rely on anecdotal knowledge and "Scout's 
Honour", if at all you are interested in real epistemological truth and aren't simply 
larping as a poet... .but then again it is not necessarily a poet's duty to be a 
philosopher and so I must forgive this weakness. . . .if one will forgive my calling this 


analogical colourblindness a weakness. 
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176 
You Can't See, So Talk About 
Me 


25 02 23 


It's true, you know 
Impressions by row, 
You squinted at the sea floor. 


... Through a telescope. 


Won't ever find the things 
You're looking for. 
Low-key questioning 


The Official report. 


Because they're hidden in my right hand, 
Magician's trick so you understand; 


I stay there acting unaware, 


aTT 


Amused by your righteous stand! 


Those prizes glittering in my right hand - 
Worth nothing to me! Indeed! Amen! 


(Teasing the noobs.) 


Yes, I'm judging you as unworthy, 


You're not ready to see the Stars, see? 


You'd tear them down 
To build a bridge, 
Yet demand the town 


Cross by ridge... 


For division you didn't sow 
From politicians on the go 
Fed snow and lies by the secret hand 


Whom burns ships to commit you to the new land. 


You listen to them anyway, 


Made poignant by the sound of rain, 


378 


You imitate life in Alabaster, 


It's OK to be wrong if it's long, long after? 


Continue to spread the lie 
That guarantees your slice, 
in the pie 
in the sky 
Wrong by hundreds of decimal spots 


To the right and not the left of the knot, 


Because at the place you belong 
You can surely do no wrong 
Nothing is ever asked 
Or answered 
Everything ever lost, 


Unfound. 


You say you beat those feelings I have! 


How would you know, dear white dove? 


Simping for adolescent glamour, 
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Making a ridiculous clamour, 


Frustrated you can't find the thing, 
You've been searching for, 
So in this shameless display 


You purport to know it all... 


But not knowing very much, 
You stumble to and fro - 
Then you make it up 


In spite of your very Soul... 


Give it a name, 
Several, in fact; 
"Bless tradition!" 


You say with tact, 


For this thing, no, that! 


(You're smirking now; 


Your ego made it back.) 
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You throw red herrings due East 
To meet red meat due West, 
So that in the end for you, 


There is no further test. 


Clutching tightly your lump of Fool's gold 


Proudly until the day you're old, 


Making boasts to the youth 
Of the days you were uncouth 


Rebelled against injustice... 


..Omitting you made it no farther 


Than to agree with your father, 


To transfigure loss 
Into complacency. 
For the weather's course, 


Fake is all you'd ever be. 
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"The kids see right through me." 


"But!", You say there's an enemy. 


(Desperately. ) 


"It's just that you and I can't see!" 


(Conveniently. ) 


You pull out a dusty tomb 
Old as you were a womb, 
Point to the wise words, 


Of those deliberately unheard. 


The ones you called your enemies - 


It pains your aged eyes to finally see. 


Suddenly what they had to say, 


Dismissed childishly back in your day. 


Your mind, a blank space, 


Suddenly illuminates! 
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Your eyes widen, 


Your chest tightens... 


The children tire, 


You're drenched in ire... 


"But, I was right to retreat!" 


Well, you never talked to me. 


(Sorry, can't help you!) 


XX 
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177 
Vengeance Of The Olive Tree 


01 03 23 


"You ordered Diet Coke, that's a joke, right?" 


Pusha T 


I feel I should add the Disclaimer that: this work was written in the vein of humour 


despite how you might otherwise interpret it. 


You dumb bitches don't even stand a fucking Chance - 
I could escape, come back to see you still in a Trance. 
Then I'd resume my Work 


Unperturbed. 


I wouldn't so much as give you a squinted Glance - 
I went to smoke a joint and you were still at the Dance! 


Ahhhaahahah! Shit, I'm sorry... You're just so Lame. 
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Gotta be High to be on the same Wave-length as You, Babe... 


What will it be this Time? A Rhyme or a Ride? 
Which Hedonistic choosing could you Describe? 
Please be Master of Your Own Tribe. 


Please, Dear God, Pick Something Otherwise... 


Or you get no respect from me, the Olive Tree! (hehe) 
A cool, soft Embrace: deceptively Placed; 
For the Rose has its' Thorns, 


But the Predator they Warn! 


The Olive Tree patiently bides its Time, 
Sweetening Fruit, flavoured like Wine! 
Claiming the Soil with its' Rapacious Roots - 


Its' Verdant Leaves will eventually Shoot! 


In the meantime, a Trunk to hide behind; 
A healthy Tree to stop the breeze; 
No matter direction or magnitude, 


Nor caring much for altitude. 
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Dismantle malicious forces with Ease - 
I have bristles like pine Leaves, 
In saying that: No pine-cones 


On the ground beneath Me. 


The Olive Tree must Age - 
Much More than mere Sage. 
Not a Herb; a Biochemical Machine, 


Low-key Living The Dream. 


Engage in every Argument you See 
Despite how those Harpies do Screech! 
Artfully Fan Bamboo Flames - 


Be sure to scorch Endemic Fern Plains! 


Extinguish the jittery Dazzling Light. 


Allow, when it's Blinding, allow for no Fright! 


Carboniferous was Only 300 Million Years Ago... 


That Ain't so Long - some of us are Mentally That Old. 
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I Secretly Envy Eucalyptus Stumps... 


My Roots Undertwine* everything I Make Up! 


*Apparently 'undertwine' isn't a word. Well, it is now. Because I said so. I'll even give 
it a definition: ‘to interwine (twine together) underneath an object or structure, 


typically used to refer to the motility of tree-roots.' 


Peace Out! 


387 


178 
Nah, I'm good. 


07 03 23 


You want me to write a nice poem; 
You'd like me to pull out my paints, 
Hey? 

Darling... 

Last time I did that - 


You don't remember your faint? 


Otherwise develop red eyes - 
Sourness burns in turn. 
And while you're busy being sore 


I'm growing rather bored. 


So I'll embezzle my creativity, 


Launder into the dazzling, 
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Coup my own governance; 


Pander to your frazzled wits! 


Let's pull the layers 
Of the onion 
One by one 
But not look 


At any single one. 


Let's be Ostriches 
In the Concrete Desert; 
Let's declare God Dead 


And then re-convert. 


And when the Sun sets, 
The atmosphere reflects 
Colours we don't ever see; 


We, frustrated, cope and seethe. 


That's just how it is 


And, pathetically, 
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We'll let it be. 
Let's look onwards 
Just you and me. 


Let's live in desperate misery. 


Telling ourselves lies. 
Thinking ourselves wise. 
All for pride. 
Forgot humanity derived... 


From inside. 


Humanity acquiesced 
With such naive ease. 
Hollowed out inside - 


Ready for the next fight! 


A confession of Stagnation 
We dare to call our Nation. 
As the Alabaster crumbles 


And the spooks mumble. 
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Under their breath 
About nothing but death. 
But we don't care! 


We're unaware! 


"To each his suff'rings: all are men, 
Condemn'd alike to groan, 
The tender for another's pain; 
Th' unfeeling for his own. 
Yet ah! why should they know their fate? 
Since sorrow never comes too late, 
And happiness too swiftly flies. 
Thought would destroy their paradise. 
No more; where ignorance is bliss, 


‘Tis folly to be wise." 


Thomas Gray 


(I had been erroneously attributing this quote to William Blake for years. Oops. 


Let the reader know I am wholly under-read and was mis-educated.) 


391 


179 
Pussyfoot 


18 03. 23 


There he goes - Pussyfoot tip-toeing around! 
He may not err, so long as his nose keeps to the ground. 


"Um..." "I think..." "But..." "In this line of enquiry..." 
WHAT CUNT? SPIT IT THE FUCK OUT! 


Irritating without a doubt... 

Oh, that's right, Pussyfoot has no common sense. 
Pussyfoot's eyes dart, he sits firmly on the fence. 
I must exercise compassion, 

Don't hurt Pussyfoot in his dance. 

I must exercise unvirtue, 

Lie: Pussyfoot is not entranced. 

By the beat of drums of his superiors, 

By the sufferage, bums, his inferiors... 


"Um.. But I have this to say.. But if I say this then.. But then that.." 
Pussyfoot learned he'd better shut the fuck up. 


Because Pussyfoot truly has nothing to say. 
Lives his life enchanted this way. 
Plays mystical notes from his imaginary lyre, 
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Says he is sound should anyone enquire... 
But on the inside, the pinnacle of mediocrity, 
The quintessential lame... blindly searching for fame... 
Sweating, Pussyfoot says to himself, 
"Fake it until you make it..." 

Never quite making it, 

But always managing to fake it. 
Because Pussyfoot doesn't know shit. 
And won't ever learn. 

Shy from debate? 

Fry and burn. 

For what it's worth! 

... wish Pussyfoot unbirth. 

Troll! Troll! Pussyfoot screams in surprise, 
Nonchalantly goes on to deride... 
Egg-shells measured, ocean depths, 
About his Pussyfeet, 

Don't crack them! 

He is very meek! 

Oh no... Oh God... 


Here come the Pussyfleet. 
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180 
Ick! Tar-less. Fell. 


19 04 23 


Stake character in writing 
To address the dumb fighting. 
Pettiness manifest, 


Nonetheless do your best. 


Gather your sprite's things; 
Lull before lightning. 
Skim over the sky's brim 


Swim so you may see Him. 


In the floating clouds 
much without a sound; 
The density of the fluid here 


is enough to make me disappear. 
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Aloft afloat blissful drift 
No worries. I light a spliff. 
No flame comes out of the lighter 


Oxygen lacking, up too far. 


Breathing is erratic. 
I start to fall. 
We're all enigmatic. 


What was it for? 


Gravity crushes 
as air suffocates. 
Drenched in despair, 


Obliging hate... 


Only meant 
to ameliorate... 
An oblong 


pear's disastrous fate. 
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181 
Dull in the head 


19 04 23 


Dull in the head? 
Wish you were dead? 
Come, my friend: 


A casing of lead. 


Wouldn't you know? 
A pneumatic flow--- 
Brass once kept low, 


Firmly in your stow. 


Scream and shout but what about? 
Discharge one now into your cloud. 
Thereafter is serene peace--- 


You're scared of some enmity? 
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An artist who does not take kindly to one's work being criticised 
Is an ignominious creature seeking to run and hide 
From the unscruples from which one derives 


Unwisdom, alone in one's bee-hive. 


But age is a number and one cites experience 
A tally of days lost but not spent 
Gearing up for one's grand event--- 


The day the lead enters one's head. 
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182 
Saccharine dream 


23 04 23 


Saccharine teeming, 
An unseen meaning, 
Tangerine downstream, 


In life we're dreaming. 


I've read in the epithets 
Ideas I've already met. 
I identify with some. 


Am I the only one? 


I console myself 
In my lonely Hell. 
If there were a bell 


I'd rather not tell. 
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Glitter in the asphalt. 
Don't accuse me of fault. 
A natural occurrence. 


A truncated dance. 


The veins in lapis sparkle gold - 
Not really what we are told. 
Trapped in the eyes of lazuli - 


Glimmering eyes that see me. 


Like no one ever does - 
The shining look of love. 
Inorganic bonds 


Trap water in gloss. 


Admiring that crystal lattice, 
I think nothing really matters. 
Looking pensively out to sea... 


Beckoning it to take me. 
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Out amidst the tides - 
An aquamarine sky... 
Turned upside down, 


Foam at its crown. 


Bubbles of ocean waves 
I long to take me away. 
I knew each and every day 


It was meant to be this way. 


It's too easy to criticize a man when he's out of favour, and to make him shoulder the 
blame for everybody else's mistakes. 


Tolstoy 
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183 
“We made it” 


11.05.23 


"We made it" 
Did you, fag? 


Let's talk about it! 


"We made it." 
Where did you make it to, exactly? 

A position of influence and financial wealth? 

Okay. Now what? 
After you've "made it", where'd be your next destination’... 
...Is it to lay in the shade of silent complicity 

Beneath the trees that really see 
What it is you are, 
How low you set the bar. 


Failed the convictions of Socrates, 
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Would persecute Jesus again, you see? 
As long as you have no enemies... 
As long as there's no enmity... 
Then you're happy to do as you please - 
That's what "we made it" really means: 
A hedonistic wandering, 
Tongue-tied and just hovering, 
Pretending this was everything... 
Now you see that life's a dream 
And you'd better just let it be. 

If the builder chose you, 

You must not be the head cornerstone. 
Evil forces bribe you 
Into wearing that lurid crown. 
Deep inside your real self 
There is a voice crying for help - 
But you'll push it down, 

Your inner frown, 

And remain in stale silence, 
Embracing the dull ambience, 


Remembering how your rhymes went... 
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Until you aren't relevant anymore. 
Your old art, you do adore: 

A time when you had passion, 
When your feelings weren't rationed, 
When you said what you really thought, 
Before you were simply bought... 
When you had a shred of integrity, 
When you saw the stars from the trees, 
Now you think you're one of them, 
But they're burning hydrogen. 
You're fading like a dying flame... 
In your pursuit for money and fame... 
You've become limp and lame... 
Put down the pen, retire unnamed. 
The world will be just the same 


Without you. 
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184 
Rusted tracks (gravel, birds, 
trees, the sky, and the rising Sun 
— all things that really matter, 
unlike me) 


14 05 23 


Watching the drones make things for me 
Only because I'm unhappy. 
Bird sounds mean nothing. 
Not even bluffing. 
The rose thorn takes her pity 
She stabs me, looking pretty. 
Endless platitudes with which to dispense 
A gruelling, tiring sequence of events 
Eucalyptus tree, white and blue, 
please tell me what I ought to do 


(to be like you.) 
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I anticipate, 
if it's not too late, 
a train coming round the bend. 
I promulgate 
my pending fate, 
flowers in my hands. 
Out of place. 

Of course, no mates 
to justify my stance. 
Just one mistake 
to end this haste 
of no importance. 

Send me on my way 
from this hallowed place, 
pedals scattered in advance. 
Meet me in the hollow grove 
near the mossy fence we used to go. 


There, we can finally dance. 
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185 
Eight of nine lives 


03 08 23 


I've used eight of nine lives. 
I once thought myself wise. 
A friend once told me... 
He said, quite boldly: 
Don't use so many I's. 
Just look me in the eyes. 
Your mind is swirling. 
Unwind the furling. 
Just let go of spite. 

No one to despise. 
Silly games, we play. 
Our urge to escape. 
You're melting downstream, 


River filled up with bream, 
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Alluvial drifting unseen, 
The moon in a dream. 
Why must you sigh? 
Would you rather die? 
Just give up on time? 
I've used eight of nine lives! 
I've come to despise: 
Bitterness, your eyes. 
You gave up, don't try. 
You don't know it yet. 
But the date has been set. 
For your timely demise. 
One day far out, don't cry. 
The moon is drifting, 
Tinted with greens, 
Orange and blue 
Lavender, too. 
The Sun says good-bye! 
For the umpteenth time! 
A new person is born, 


You're weak and worn. 
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We don't matter at all... 
Vanity beckons and calls. 
What you think important 

Is filtered and distorted. 

Eight of nine lives... 
To be prudent with the ninth. 
If I can recall them, 

I should be fine. 
Eight of nine lives... 
Didn't fetch me one wife. 
Nor a single calling. 
Jarring and boring! 
Eight of nine lives, 

Be my last strife. 

I was just falling. 


Now I'm recalling. 
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